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Life and Death of King Richard III.] This tragedy, "^ 
though it is called the Life and Death of this prince, com- 
prizes, at most, hut the last eight years of his time ; for it 
opens with George Duke of Clarence heing clapped up in 
the Tower, which happened in the beginning of the year 
1477 ; and closes with the death of Richard at Bosworth 
iieid, which battle was fought on the 22d of August, in the 
year 1485. Theobald 

It appears that several dramas on the present subject 
had been written before Shakespeare attempted it. This 
play was first entered at Stationers' Hall by Andrew Wise, 
Cot. 20, 1697, under the title of The Tragedie rf King 
Richard the Third, with the Death of the Duke of 
Clarence, Before this, viz. Aug. 15th, 1586, was enteredf, 
A tragical Report of King Ridtard the Third, a Ballad, 
It may be necessary to remark that the words^ iong, 
ballad, enterlude and play, were oflen synonjrmously used. 

Steevens. 

This play was written, I imagine, in the same year in 
which it was fl^st printed^ — 1597. The Legend of King ^ 
Richard III, by Francis Seagers, was printed in the first 
edition of The Mirrourfor Magistrates, 1559, and in that 
of 1575, and 1587, but Shakespeare does not appear to be 
indebted to it. In a subsequent edition of that book printed 
in 1610, the old legend was omitted, and a new one insert- 
ed, by Richard Niccols, who has very freely copied the play 
before us. In 1597, when this tragedy was published, 
Niccols, as Mr. Warton has observed, was but thirteen 
years old.— Hm^ of Poetry, Vol. III. p. 267. 

The real length of time in this piece is fowT\AWi^%«x%\ 
(not eight years, as Mr. Theobald suppo^^^C^ i^t VSci&%^- 
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t 8 ] 

coDd sceoe commences with the fimeral of King Henfy VI. 
who, according to the receiyed account, was murdered on 
the 81st of Iftty, 1471. The imprisonment of Clarence, 
which is represented preyioasly in the first scene, did 

» not in &ct take place till 1477-8. 

It has been since observed to me by Mr. Elderton, 
(who is of opinion that Richard was charged with this 
murder by the Lancastrian historians without any founda- 

^ tion,) that " it appears on the face of the public accounts 
aJlowed in the exchequer for the maintenance of King 
^ Henry and liis numerous attendants in the Tower, that he 
lived to the 12th of June, which was twenty-two days af- 
ter the time assigned for his pretended assassination ; was 
exposed to the public view in St. Paul's for some days, 
«nd interred at dhertsey with much solemmty, and at no 
inconsiderable expence." Malone. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Edward the Fourth, 
Edward, prince of Walei^ after' ^ 

wards J&W Edward F. > sons to the lung, 
Richard, duke ofYork^ , \ 

George, dvke of Clarence^ \ 

Richard, dvke of Gloster^ after ' \ brothers to the king, 

wards King Richara IIL ) 
A young son of Clarence. 

Henry, earl of Richmond, afterwards K, Henry VIL 
Cardinal Bourchier, archbishop of Canterbury, 
Thomas Rotheram, archbishop of York, John Mortoi 

bishop of Ely. 
Duke of Buckingham. 

Dvke ^ Norfolk : Earl of Surrey, his son. 
Earl KiVERS, brother to king Edward^ s queen. 
Marquis of Dorset, and Lord Grey, her sons. 
Earl of Oxford. Lord Hastings. Lord Stanley. Lor 

Loyel. 
Sir Thomas Vaughan. jSiV Richard Ratcliff. 
Sir William Catesby. Sir James Tyrrel. 
Sir James Blount. Sir Walter Herbert. 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, lieutenant of the Tower, 
Christopher Urswick, a priest. Another Priest. 
Lord Mayor of London. Sher^ of Wiltshire. 

Elizabeth, queen of king Edward IF. 

Margaret, widow of king Henry FI, 

Duchess of York, mother to king Edward IF, Clarend 

and Gloster, 
Lady Anne, widow of Edward prince of Wales y son to kin 
Henry FI, ; afterwards married to 'Jttf dvke of Gloster, 
A young daughter of Clarence. 

Lordsy and other Attendants; two Gentlem^en, a Pursm 
vawty Scrivener^ Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, Ghost 
Soldiers, ^c. 

SCENE, England. 



LIFE AND DEATH 

OF 

KING RICHARD III 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — London, Ji Street, Enter Gloster. 

Gloster, 

IS OW is the winter of our discontent 

xMade glorious summer by this sun of York ;* 

And all the clouds, thatlowr'd upon our house, 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.' 

Grim-visag'd war hath smoothed his wrinkled front ; 

And now, — instead of mounting barbed steeds,*" 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

Rut I, — that am not shap'd for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty, 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, tha1>am curtail'd of this fiiir proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dissembUng nature,* ^ 

Deformed, unfinish'd, sent before my time 

Into this breatliing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

[1] Alluding to the cognizance of Edward IV. which was a turiy in memoiy of 
the three mns, wliich arc said to have apprared at the battle which he gainM over 
the Lancastrians at Mortimer's Cross. StEEV£NS.. 

[21 A measure was strictly speaking, a court dance of a statet^ turn, though the 
wora is sometimes employed to express dances in general. STEEVEN9. 

[3] Barbed steedt — i. e.' steeds caparisoned in a warlike manner. I. Haywarde, in 
his life and Raigne of Henry IV. 15991, says, ^ The duke of Hereford came to the 
barriers, mounted upon a white courser, barbed with blew and green velvet," &c 

STEKVENS. 

[4] By dissembling is not meant hypocriticcd nature, that pretends one thing and 
does another : but nature that puts together thiqgs of a disfiiniilar kind, m a imyft- 
senl and a deformed body. WARDUKTON. 



1^ KINO RICHABD III. ACT I 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; — 

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity ; 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover. 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,— - 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.' 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,^ 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams^ 

To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 

In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And, if king Edward be as true and just,^ 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mewM up ; 

About a prophecy, which says— that G 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenburv. 
Brother, good day : What means this armed guard, 
That waits, upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty. 
Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

Clar, Because my name is — George. 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your, godfathers :— 
O, belike, his majesty hath some intent. 
That you shall be new christen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for, I protest, 
As yet I do not : But, as I can learn. 
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ; 
And from the cross -row plucks the letter G, 
And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of Geoi^e begins with G, J 

[5) Shakspeare very dilig«nt]y incalcates. tiut the wickedness of Richard prth 
ceeded from his deformiQr, from the envy that rose at the comparison of his own 
person with others, and which incited liim to disturb the pleasures tliat he could not 
partake. JOHNSON. 

[6] Preparations for mischief. The mimetion is preparatoiT to the action of tiM 
play. JOHNSON. r 

[7] That is, if Edward keeps bU word. JOHNSON. 



ACT I. KING RICHARD III. 13 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : 
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,* 
Have moy'd his highness to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are ruPd hy women :— 
'Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower ; 
My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, 'tis she, 
That tempers him to this extremity.* 
Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there. 
That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ; 
From whence this present day he is delivered ? 
We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure} 
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his hberty. 
I'll tell you what, — ^I think, it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
The jealous o'er-worn widow, and herself,' 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomeo, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon me ; 
I lis majesty hath straitly given in charge. 
That no man shall have private conference. 
Of what degree so ever, with his brother. 

Glo. Even so ? an please your worship, Brakenbuiy, 
You may partake of any 'thing we say : 
We speak no treason, man ; — ^We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years ; fair, and not jealous :— 
We say, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks : 
Plow say you, sir ? can vou deny all this ? 

Brak, With this, my ford, myself have nought to do. 

Olo. Naug}it to do with mistress Shore? I tell thee, fellow, 



Fandei, Creaks of imagination. JOHNSON. 
To <cin««r is to mould to fashion. MALONE. 
That is, the Queen and Shore. JOHNSON. 



14 KING RICHARD III. ACT I. 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak. What one, my lord ? 

Glo. Iler husband, knave : — ^Wouldst thou betray me ? 

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen's abjects,* and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in, — 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow — sister,' — 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood. 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Mean time, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce ; farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and Cruard. 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence ! — I do love thee so, 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 
If heaven will take the present at our hands. 
But who comes here ? the new-deliver'd Hastings ? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! 

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment ? 

Hast. With patience, noble lol*d, as prisoners must : 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks. 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence too ; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his. 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be mew'd,* 

[2] That is, not the Queen^s subjects, whom she might protect, but her Meets. 

JOHNSON. 

[3] This is a very covert and subtle manner of insinuating treason. The natural 
expression would liave been, were it to call king Edward's wue, sister, I will solicit 
Ibr you, though it should be at the enense of so much degradation un) constraint, as 
to own the low-bom wife of King Edward for a sister. But by slipping, as it were 
casually, vridow into the place of wife, he tempts Clarence in an obiiQue proposal to 
kill the King. JOHNSON. -^ r- i- 

[41 A mew was the jplace of eonfineneot where a hawk was kept UB he had 
noulttd. JOHNSON. 
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While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo, What news abroad ? 

Hast, No news so bad abroad, as this at home ;— 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo, Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed* 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much consum'd his royal person ; 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed ? 

Hast, He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. [Exit Has. 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die. 
Tin George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven. 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With hes well steel'd with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter : 
What though I kill'd her husband, and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends^ 
Is — to become her husband, and her father : 
The which will I ; not all so much for love, 
As for another secret close intent. 
By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horse to market : 
Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives, and reigns ; 
When they are gone, then must I count my gains. [Exit, 

SCENE II. 

The same. Another street. Enter the corpse of King Henry 
the Sixth y borne in an open coffin^ Gentlemen bearing Hal" 
herds to guard it ; and Lady Anne as mourner. 
Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load,— - 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, — 

Whilst I a while obsequiously* lament 

Th' untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king !* 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood 1 . 

\S[ OhHquiaMy in this instance, means yUncreoZ. STEEVENS. " 

[6] A kc^''} on account of the colduest of the metal of whidi it li compoNd was 

andentlyemptoyed to stop any slight MeeiUnir* TlieepKbetteeeBunoBtomasgrdd 

writers STESfVENS. 
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Be it lawful that I ioTocate thy ghoft. 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 

Stabb'd by the self-same hand t^t made these weundll 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :— 

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 

Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 

Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence I - 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomM thing that lives ! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness !^ 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miserable by the death of him. 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee !-« 

Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy loaS, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 

And, still as you are weary of the weight. 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corser 

[The bearers take up the corpsey and advance. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Stay you, that bear th^ corse, and set it down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by Saint Paul, 
I'll make a corse of him that disobeys. 

1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog ! stand thou when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 
Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The bearers set doTsm the coffin, 

Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal. 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 

[n Tbat if, dispodtSon to miKliie£ STSEVENB. 
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Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
Bis sonl thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 

Glo, Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and trouMe 
Per thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, [us not ; 
Pill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
[f thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries :• — 
3h, gentlemen, see, see 1 dead Henry's wounds 
!)pen their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh l'— 
^lush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
^'or 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
Prom cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural. 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

[) God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death I 
) earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death ! 
2ither, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer dead, 
3r> earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ; 
\s thou dost swallow up this good king's blood, 
tVhich his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered ! 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
iVhich renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne, Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor man ; 
^o beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth I 

Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry.— 
^''ouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
If these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
3y circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a man,* 
Por these known evils, but to give me leave, 
Hy circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. . 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make 
S^o excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

[8] Pattern Ls instance or example. JOHNSON. 

[9] It is a tradition very ^neraUy received, that the murdered body hleeds on tiie 
loach of the murderer. This was so much believed by air Kenelm IHgfayi that ht 
lias endeavoured to explain the reason. JOHNSON. 

[11 I believe, diffused, in this place, sUpiifies irregular, uncovUh : such is its mcui* 

ing in other passages of Shakspeare. .TOHNSON. Diffvjfd tn/%eeibn of a man. 

may mean, thou that art as dangerous as a pestilence, that infects th e air ^ its dif- 
fusion. STEEVJEHa 

% Vol. VIL 
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Olo. By such despair, I should accuse myself. 

jSitne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand excused ; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. .^ 

G/o. Say, that I slew them not. 

j9nne. Why then, they are not dead : i 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. J 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. i 

Anne, Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward's hand. 

Anne, In thy soul's throat thou liest ; queen Margaret saw. 
Thy murderous fidchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, i 

But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo, I was provoked by her sland'rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.* 

Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant ye.' ** 

Arme, Dost grant me, hedge-hog ? then, God grant me too, V 
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. m, 

Glo, The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him^jS 

Anne, He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come, v 

Glo, Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither ; 2^ 
For he was fitter for that place, than earth. • -„ 

Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo, Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it. , 

Anne. Some dungeon. ' 

Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

Anne, 111 rest betide the chamber where thou liest. ' ] 

Glo, So will it, madam, till I he with you. 

Anne, I hope so. * 

Glo. I know so. — But, gentle lady Anne, — 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 
And fall somewhat into a slower method ; — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executionf r ? ^ 

Anne. Thou wast the caasl, and most accurs'd effect. 

Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that efiect ; 




gMrCoi^ Insteid of ya»i«4t— fco. 



ICT J. KINO RICHARD III. 19 

four beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 

1 undertake the death of all the world, 

lo I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's wreck. 
Tou should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
is all the world is cheered by the sun, 
k) I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne, Black night o'er-shade thy day and death thy life! 
I Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art both. 

Anne. I would 1 were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

CRo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 
fo be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 
^0 be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Kd it to help thee to a better husband. 
' Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

€Ho. The self-same name, but one of better nature. 
> Ame. Where is he ? 

CRo. Here : [iS^ sptts at him,] Why dost thou spit at me 2 
rAme. 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake ! 
*Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
at of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 

ir now they kill me with a living death. 

bose eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 

lam'd their aspects with store of childish drops : 

liese eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 

>t, when my father York and Edward wept, 

y hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

hen black-fac'd Clifford shook his sword at him : 

»r when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Bid the sad story of my father's death ; 

ad twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep^ 

hat all the standers-by bad wet their cheekSi 
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Like trees bedash'd with rain : in that sad time,. 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weepim. 
I never su'd to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing wovd ; 
But now thy beauty is proposM my fee, 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to sped 

[iS^ looia scointffdiy at U 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, ^ 

Lo ! here I lend thee this sharp pointed sword ; 
Which, if thou please to hide in this true breast. 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breast open ; she (ffers at it with kU im^ 
Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill king Henry ;— 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now despatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young Edwav^ 

[She again ^ers cU his IM 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[She lets fall Ae «9| 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Anne, I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage : 
Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
Iliis hand, which, for thy love, did kill Uiy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart 

Glo. 'Tis figur'd in 
My tongue. 

Anne, I fear me, both are £dse. 

Glo. Then man 
Was never true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That shall you know ! 

Hereafter 
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Olo, Bnt shall I live in hope ? 
Anne, All men, 
hoM, live so. 

ok. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 
Jiftne. To take, is not to give. [She puts <m ihe ring 
Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger, 
en so thy hreast encloseth my poor heart ; 
^4ar both of them, for both of them are thine, 
if thy poor devoted servant may 
beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
lOQ dost confirm his happiness for ever. . 
I' Jkune. What is it ? 
Olo, That it may please you leave these sad designs 
'o him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
presently repair to Crosby-Place :* 
lere — after I have solemnly interr'd, 
Chertsey monastery this noble king, 
~ wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 
will with all expedient duty see you : 
lor divers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 

It me this boon. 
Anne, With all my heart ; and much it joys me too, 
'o see you are become so penitent. — 

], and Berkley, go along with me. 
CHo, Bid me farewell. 
Anne, 'Tis more than you deserve ; 
bSat, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
f Imagine I have said farewell already.^ 
' [Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkley 

[S\ CrotbV'Place is now CroAysqpare in Bishopsgate Street j part of the house is 

yet remainmg, and is a mee^g-place for a presbyterian congregation. 

SIR J» HA w KIXiS* 
[8] Gibber, who altered King Richard III. for the stage, was so thoroughly oon- 
^Boed of the ridiculousness and improbability of this scene, that he thought mmself 
obliged to make Tressel say : 

When future chronicles shall speak of this, 

The^ will be thought romance, not history. 

Firom an account oiour late imsuccessful embassy to the emperor of ChinajWe learn, 

ipdeed, that a scene of equal absurdity was represented in a theatre at llenwdng : 

'One of the dramas, particulariy, attracted the attention of those who recollected 

* leeiies, somewhat similar, upon the English stage. The piece represented an Empe- 

> nr of China and his Empress livin?in supreme felicity, when, on a sudden, his mb- 

Jecta rev<dt. a civil war ensues, battles are fought, and at last the arch-reb^ who was 

•geoeral of cavalry, overcomes his sovereign, kills him with his own hand, and routf 

the iinperial army. The captive Empress then appears upon the stage inall tbeago- 

iriH ordeqpair, naturally resulting from tlie loss ca her husband and of her digniQr, 

m iRtB as the apprehension for that of her honour. Whilst she is tearing her hair, 

Mdicndiitt' ttie skies with her complaints, the conqueror enters, approaches her with 

•npect, aooresies her in a gentle tone, soothes her somiws wUh his compessioo, 

mh of love and adoration, and like Richard the Thhrd with Lady Anne, in Shak- 

■Mra,pravaUs in less than half an hour.on the Chhiese Princess to dry up her tears, 

ft fMf«t her dceeaied consort, and yidkl to a consoUof wooer." fiTEEV £N8. 




22 KINO RICHARD III. ACT; 

Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 

(hn. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

Glo. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my comiDg. 

[Exeunt the rest wi^ the em 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have her, — ^but I will not keep her long. 
What ! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father. 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate ; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 
With God, her conscience, and these bars against^ me, . 
And I no friends to back my suit withal. 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks. 
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing ! 
Ha! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom 1 some three months since, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, — 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature,^ 
Young, vaUant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,— 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 
And will she yet abase her eyes on me. 
That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed ? 
On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus ? 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier,® 
i do mistake my person all this while : 
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 
I'll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 
And entertain a score or two of tailors. 
To study fashions to adorn my body : 
Since I am crept in favour with myself, 
I will maintain it with some little cost. 
But, first, I'll turn yon' fellow in his grave ; 
And then return lamenting to my love. — 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 
That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Ex 

rn That is, when nature was in a prodigal or lavifh mood. WARBURTOIi 

[81 A deTner ia the twelfth part of a French mhu, and appears to have been 

omnl reqaest of a beggar. 8TEEV£N£ 
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SCENE III. 

The same, A room in the palace. Enter Queen Eliza- 
beth, Lord Rivers and Lord Grey. 

^. Biv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, his 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. [majesty 

^ Grey, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse : 

I Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort, 

r And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Eliz, If he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

I Grey, No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

■ Q. Eliz, The loss of such a lord includes all harms. 

^ Grey, The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly son. 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 
Q. Eliz, Ah, he is young ; and Iiis minority 

} Is put into the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

i Riv, Is it concluded, he shall be protector ? 
Q. Eliz, It is determin'd, not concluded yet : 

I But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham a7id Stanley. 

Grey, Here come the lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 
Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you have been ! 
Q. Eliz. The countess Richmond, good my lord of 
Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — ^Amen. 
I Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 
I And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd, 
t I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan, I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accus'd on true report. 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
- Q. Eliz, Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley ? 
Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
L Are come from visiting his majesty. 
E Q. Eliz, What likehhood of his amendment, lords ? 
j Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks cheerfully. 
Q. Eliz, God grant him health ! Did you confer with him? 
i Buck, Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
\ Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers, 
I And between them and my lord chamberlaiu \ 
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And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

^.Eliz. *Would all were well !— But that wiU newr te; 
I fear, our happiness is at the height 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wron^, and I will not endure it :^ 
Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stern, and loye them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That ml his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flritter, and speuk fair. 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a phun man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grey, To whom in all this presence speaks your grace ■ 

Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ?—• 
Or thee ?— or thee ? — or any of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace — 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish !— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while. 
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints.' 

Q. Eliz, Brother of Gloster, you mistake the matter : 
The king, of his own royal disposition. 
And not provok'd by any suitor else ; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 
That in your outward action shows itself, 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell ; The world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman,^ 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
Gloster ; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 
God grant, we may never have need of you ! 

[2] Lewd, rude, ii^norant ; from the Anglo-Saxon Laewede, a Laick. STEEVEXB* 

[an This proverbml expression at once demonstrates the origin of the term JM 

to oiten used by Shakspeare. It means one of the very lowest class of people, i 

whom this name is of the most common and familiar Idod. DOUCE. 
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Glo, Meantime, God grants that we have need of yon : 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, 
Myself disgraced, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz, By Him, that rais'd me to this careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment. 

Riv, She may, my lord ; for 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers ? — ^why, who knows not so ' 
She may do more, sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand herein. 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
What may she not ? — She may, ay, — ^marry, may she,— • 

Riv. What, marry, may sh^ ? 

Glo, What, marry, may she ? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis, your grandam had a worser match. 

Q. Eliz, My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty, 
Of those gross taunts i often have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country servant-maid. 
Than a great queen, with this condition — 
To be so baited, scom'd, and stormed at : 
Small joy have i in being England's queen. 
Enter (^ueen Margaret, behind, 

Q. Mar, And lessen'd be that small, God, I beseech thee! 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 

Glo, What ? threat you me with telling of the king ? 
Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have said 
I will avouch, m presence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be sent to th' Tower, 
'Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot/ 

(4] My iBlxmn ; mj tdils. JOHNSON. 

Vol. VII. B 
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Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well :' 
Thou kiirdst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor 8on, at Tewksbury. 

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal re warder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, I spilt mine own. 

Q. Mar, Ay, and much better blood than his, or thine. 

Glo. In all which time, you, and your husband Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; — 
And, Rivers, so were you : — Was not your husband 
In Margarct^s battle at Saint Alban's slain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget. 
What you have been ere now, and what you are ; 
Withal, what 1 have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar, A murd'rous villain, and so still thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick, 
Ay, and forswore himself, — which Jesu pardon \ — 

Q. Mar, Which God revenge ! 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown ; 
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up : 
I would to God, my heart were flint like Edward's, 
Or Edward's sofl and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childish-fooUsh for this world. 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this worldi 
Thou cacpdaemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv, My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies. 
We foUow'd then our lord, our lawful king ; 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be ? — I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q^.EHz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country's king ; 
As little joy you may suppose in me, 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; 
For i am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. — [Advancing. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out » 

In sharing that which you have pill'd from me : ] 

• — — - 

ra This scene of Margaret's imprecations b fine and artful. She prepares the 
■ndfimce, like anotlier Cassandra, for tlie following tragic reTolutions; WAR' 
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Which of you trembles not,' that looks on me ?^ 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects ; 
Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels ? — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo, Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in my sight ? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd ; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 

Q. Mar, I was ; but I do find more pain in banishment, 
Than death can yield me here by. my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me, — 
And thou,, a kingdom ;— -all of you, allegiance : 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours ; 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee,— 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper. 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed.' 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast. O, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that babe, 
And the most merciless, that e'er was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 

Dors. No man but prophesy'd revenge for it. 

Bitck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 

Q. Mar. What ! were you snarhng all, before I came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heaven. 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 
Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment. 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 
Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ? — 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses i ■■ 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king,' 
As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 
Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 

[6] The merits of this scene are insufficient to excuse its improbability. Mbrgaret, 
Imuying the court of England in .the royal nalact^, \» a circiunstance as absurijl as the 
coiutsfaap of Glostcr in a pubUc street. STEEVENS. 

PI To plngue. in ancient laiigua^, is to sunisA. Hence the scil\)U}X«\.\RirBV— '^^^Oda. 
■lames of Egvi)t." STEEVENS. 
^j AlhuUi^ to bjg luxurious life. JOHNSON. 
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For Edward, my son, that wa^ prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long may'st thou live, to wail thy children's loss ; 

And see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stalPd in mine I 

Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— 

Rivers, — and Dorset, — -you were standers by,— 

And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him. 

That none of you may live your natural age. 

But by some unlook'd accident cut off ! 

Glo, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag. 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shalt 
hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul I 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Afirights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish-mark'd,^ abortive, rooting hog! 
Thou that was seaPd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 
Thou rag of honour ! thou detested 

Glo, Margaret. 

Q. Mar. Richard ! 

G/o. Ha? 

Q. Mar. I call thee not, 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for, I did think, 



[9] The eommoo people in Scotland have still am averdon to Uiose who have ai^ 
aatonil d^ect at redn ndancy, as thinking them marked out for mischief. STEEY . 

She calls him hog, as an apellation more contemptuous than boor, as he is etoewhere 
termed from his ensigns armorial. JOHNSON. 
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That thou had'st call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q. Afar. Why, so i did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my ctirse. 

Glo. 'Tis done by me ; and ends in — ^Margaret. 

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curse against 
yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my fortune ! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider,* 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyselSf. 
The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-back toad. 

Host. False-boding woman, end tby frantic curse ; 
Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar, Foul shame upon youl you have all mov'd miue^ 

Jfe. Were you well serv'd, you would be taught your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me wdl, you all should do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O; serve me well, and teach yourselves tiiat duty. 

Dors, Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar.. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert : 
Tour fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current : ^ 
O, diat your young nobiUty could judge. 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable 1 
They that stand high, have many blasts to shake them ; 
And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 

Glo, Good counsel, marry ; — ^learn it, learn it, marquis. 

Dors, It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo, Ay, and much more : But 1 was bom so high^ 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top. 
And daUies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Jifof . And turns the sun to shade ; — alas ! alas !^^ 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ;^ 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's nest :* — 
O God, tlttt see'st it, do not suffer it ; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

IS\ A uitled nider i» a larg«, Moated, gloajr ipider; supflofled to contafn TCoan 
BTOportionatetoltsdze^ The enresskm occurs anin in Act IV : 

*^Thath9taedqridery^ijtfaollnaakiA'diioui,^ RITSON. 

[4] HerdistrascamiotprevBiitharquibUine^. It aiay be here remaritfd, ttat tfie 
introdiiction of Marsaret in tliis idaoe, is against ail historical evidence. Biie ivas 
ransraMd and sent to France soon after Tewiislmry figM, and there feend «te ■*- 
maiiider of her wretched life. RITSON. 

{ff]Aaai0)7isab«wk^or«ieaffl8i>snHS. STEEVElca. 
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Buck, Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity. 

Q. Mar, Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butchered. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage ! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand. 
In sign of league and amity witib thee : 
Now fair befadl thee, and thy noble hoit^e ! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood. 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar, I'll not believe but they ascend the sky. 
And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace. 

Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, when he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him ;^ 

And all their= ministers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham ? 

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle 
And sooth the devil that 1 warn thee from ? [counsel ? 
O, but remember this another day. 
When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow ; 
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess. — 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate. 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! [Exit. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Riv. And so doth xxane ; I muse, why she's at liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother ; 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 

1 was too hot to do some body good. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

■Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
He ifl frank'd up to fatting for his pains f — 

ra ^^^ Milton took from hence the hint of his fomous allegory. BLACKST. 
I7j Afixmk ts an oJd Englhk word for a hog-tty. Tla possible ne uses this ineUi- 
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God pardon them that are the cause thereof! 

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 
To pray for them that have done scath to us.* 

Glo, So do I ever, being well ad vis 'd ; — 
For had I cnrs'd now, I had curs'd myself. [Aside, 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you, — ' 
And for your grace, — and you, my noble lords. 

Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come : — lords, will you go with me ? 
■ Riv, Madam, we will attend upon your grnce. 

[Exeunt all but Gloster. 

Glo, I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness, — 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; ' 

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; 
And tell them— 'tis the queen and her allies, 
That stir the king against the duke my brother.. 
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 
But then I sigh^ and, with a piece of scripture^ 
Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stoPn forth of holy writ ; 
And seem a saint, when most 1 play the devil. 

Enter txajo Murderers, 
But soft, here come my executioners. — 
How now^ my hardy, stout resolved mates ? 
Are you now going to despatch this thing ? 

1 Mur, We are, my lord ; and come to have the warranti 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo, Well thought upon, I have it here about me : 

[Gives the warrant. 
When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps. 
May move your hearts to pity, if you murk him. 

phor to Obrence. in allusion to the crest of the family of York, which WM a IfMr. 
Whereto relate those famous old Terses oa Kiclmrd lU : 

<* Tlie cat, the rat, and Lovel the dog', - 

Rule all England under a hog^ 
fle uses the same metaphor in the last scene of Act IV. P0PE« 
[8] Scath is harm, ndschief. STEEVENS. 
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1 Mur. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be assur'd, 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 

Olo, Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools' eyes drop 
tears : 
I like you, lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, ^despatch. 

1 Mur, We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE IV, 

The same. A room in the Tower. Enter Clarence and 

Brakenbury. 

Brak, Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 

Gar. O, I have pass'd a miserable night, 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights. 
That, as I am a christian ^ithful man,^ 
1 would not spend another such a night, 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days ; 
So full of dismal terror was the time. 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you, tell 
me. 

Gar. Methought, that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embarked to cross to Burgundy ; 
And^ in my company, my brother. Gloster : 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk . 
Upon the hatches ; thence we look'd toward England, 
And cited up a thousand heavy times. 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling, 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board, 
Into the tumblingbillows of the main. 
O Lord 1 methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men, Uiat fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, greatt anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,' 
All seatter'd in the bottom of Uie sea. 
Some lay in dea4 men's sctills ; and, in those holes 
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Not an infidel. JOHNSON. 
1) UwrnhedlM here used for invOudhk* MALO'SE, 
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Where eje» did once inhabit, there w^re crept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems. 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep,* 
And mockM the dead bones that lay scattered by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in tiie time of deatl^ 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methought» I had ; and oflen did I strire 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my so«il, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air ; 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk. 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore agony ? 

Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen'd after lifei; 
0, then began the tempest to my soul I 
I pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets wrjte of^ 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual mght. 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cry'd aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
Ckm this dark monarchy afford false Clarenee ? 
And so he vanish'd : Then came wand'ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood !^ and he'shriek'd out aloud,— 
Clarence is come^-^alse^ fleeting, perjured Clarence* 
— That stabbed me in the field by Tewksbury ; — 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments!-'^ 
With that, methought, a ledon of foul fiends 
Knviron'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noise, 
i trembling wak'd, and, for a season after. 
Could not believe but that 1 was in hell ; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though itafirighted you f 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things,— 
That now give evidence against my soul, — 

■■ ■ ■ I.. ^ I I ,— — w.^— — 

(21 By seeming to gaze upon k ; or, as we now say^ ogle it. JOHNSON^ 
3] Lee has tranq>lanted this image into hia Mitkridates, Act IV. fc u 
" I slept ; but oh, a dream so full of terror, 
The pale, the tren^bling midnif ht ravishftr 
Ne'er saw, when cold Lucretius mourning shadow 
His curtains drew, and lashM him in his eyes 
With her bright tresut, dahbltd in her blood,^ STEEVEKSk 
Ul Fheiihgistt»mme 9S changing »de*. JOHNSON. 

3 Vol. VIl. ' i\ % 
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For Edward's sake^; and, see, how he requites me ! — 

God ! if iny deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children I 
— I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 

Brdk. I will, my lord ; God give your grace good rest !• — 

[Clarence reposes himse^ on a chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories. 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of restless cares :* 
So that, between their titles, and low name, - 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two murderers, 

1 Mur. Ho ! who's here ? 

Brak, What wouldst thou, fellow ? and how cam'st 
thou hither ? 

1 Mur. I would speak with Clarence, and I came 
hither on my legs. 

Brdk, What, so brief ? 

2 Mur,0, sir, 'tis better to be brief than tedious : — 
Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 

[A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, who reads it, 
Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands :— 

1 will not reason what is meant hereby, 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here are the keys ; — ^there sits the duke asleep : 
I'll to the king ; and signify to him. 

That thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 

1 Mur, You may, sir ; 'tis a point of wisdom : Fare 
you well.' [Exit Brakenbury. 

2 Mur, What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

1 JWwr. No, he'll say, 'twas done cowardly, when he 
wakes. 

2 Mur, When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall never wake 
^ntil the great judgment day. 

1 Mur, Why, then he'll say, we stabb'd him sleeping. 

[S\ They often niflte real miaeriM for imagimry and %mreal fi^ratificafion. JOHN. 



ACT I. KINO RICRABB III. 36 

2 Mur. The nidging of that word, judgment^ hath bred 
a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Mur. What ? art thon afraid ? 

2 Mur. Not to kill him, haying a warrant for it ; bat ta 
be damn'd for killing him, from the which no warrant can 
defend me. 

1 Mur. I thought, thon hadst been resolute. 

2 Afur. So I am, to let him hve. 

1 Mur. rU back to the duke of Gloster, and tell him 80*^ 

2 Mur. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a Uttle : 1 hope, this holy 
bumour of minie will change ; it was wont to hold me bnt 
while one would tell twenty. 

1 Mur. How dost thou reel thyself now ? 

2 Mur. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience are yet 
within me. 

1 Mur. Remember our reward, when the deed's done. 

2 Mur. Come, he dies ; 1 had forgot the reward. 

1 Mur. Where's thy conscience now ? 

2 Mur. In the duke of Gloster's purse. 

1 Mur. So, when he opens his purse to giye us our 
reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Mur. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there's few, or none, 
will entertain it. 

1 Mur. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Mur. I'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, it 
makes a man a coward ; a man cannot steal, but it accu- 
scth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks him ; a man 
cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it detects him : 
^Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit, that mutinies in a man's 
bosom ; it fills one full of obstacles : it made me once 
restore a purse of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars 
any man that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns and 
cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man, that means 
to live well, endeavours to trust to himself, and live with- 
out it. 

1 Mur. 'Zounds, it is effen now at my elbow, persuading 
me not to kill the duke. 

2 Mur. Take the devil in thy mind, and beheve him not : 
fee would insinuate with thee, but to make thee sigh. 

1 Mur. I am strong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 

2 Mur. Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects hi& 
reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Mur. Take him over the c ostard^ with the hilts of 

r71 Tke costard— that is, the fapad j a name adopted from an a\»?te alMfodLUte »^ 
MhMd. 8TXEVEN3, 
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tkpffimai^ and then throw him into the mahnsey-butt, in 
the next room. 

2 Mur. O excellent device ! and make a sop of him. 

1 Mur. Soft ! he wakes. 

2 Mur. Strike. 

1 Mur. No, we'll reason with him. 

Oar. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup of wine 

1 Mur. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 

Oar. In God's name, what art thou ? 

1 Mur. A man, as you are. 

Oar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Mur. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Oar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble 

1 Mur. My voice is now the king's, my looks mine own. 

Oar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou speak 1 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 

Both Mur. To, to, to 

Oar. To murder me ? 

Boih Mur. Ay, ay. 

Oar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Mur. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Oar. 1 shall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Mur. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 
Oar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men,' 

To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? 
What lawful quests have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death ? 
Before I be convict by course of law, 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodness. 
By Christ^s dear blood, shed £(A our grievous sins, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The deed you undertake is danmable. 

1 Mur. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Mur. And he, that hath commanded, is our king. 
Oar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 

Hath in the table of his law commanded. 
That thou shalt do no murder ; Wilt thou then 
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I think it may be better read: Are ye cuiru fbrth. JOIUfSON. 

^wrt is iN^iiert or jury. JOHNSON. 
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Spom at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 

Take heed ; for he holds Yengeance in his hand, 

To hurl apon their heads that break his law. 

2 Mur. And that same yeogeance doth he hurl on thee, 
For false forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thoo didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Mur, And, hke a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Aficr. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and defend. 
1 Afiir. How canst thou urge God's dreadful law to us, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

dcr. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He sends you not to murder me for this, ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you, that he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course. 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Mur, Who made thee then a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet,' 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ?* 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Mur. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me ; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ; 
Who shall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. [you.* 

2 Mur. You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloster hates 
Clar. O no ; be loves me, and he holds me dear : 

Go you to him from me. 
Both Mur. Ay, so we will. 
Clar. Tell bun, when that our princely father York 

filess'd his three sons with his victorious arm, 

^^— — ^— ^-^— — ^ 

ri] Bloomiiic^ Flantagenet *, a ]Hince inthe spring o(life. JOHNSON. 

m J^ovice— youth j one yet mw to the world. JOHNSON. 

[3j Shakspeare has followed the current tale of his own time, in supposing that 
Clarence was imprisoned by Edward, and put to death by order of his brother Rich- 
ard, without trial or condemnation. But the truth is, thtt he was tried and found 
guilty by lUs Feens and a bill of attainder was afterwards passed a^Inst hita. MAL. 
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And charg'd us from his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship ; 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 
' 1 Mur. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson'd us to weep< 

Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Mur. Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, you de- 
ceive yourself; 
' Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Gar. It cannot he ; for he hewept my fortune. 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sohs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Mur. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Mur. Make peace with God, ror you must die, my lord. 
Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 

To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 
That thou wilt war with God by murdering me ?— ^ 
Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set you on ' 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Mur, What shall we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 

1 Mur. Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and womanish* 
Clar^, Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.-- 

Which of you, if you were a prince's son. 

Being pent from liberty, as I am now, — 

if two such murderers as yourselves came to you,*— 

Would not entreat for life ? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, were you in my distress. 

A beting prince what beggar pities not ? 

2 Mur. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Mur. Take that, and that ; if all this will not do , 

[Siahs him 
I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit^ with the body, 

2 Mur. A bloody deed, and desperately despatch'd ! 
How fain like Pilace, would I wash my hands 

Of this most grievous guilty murder done. 

Re-enter first Murderer. 
1 Mur. How now ? what mean'st thou, that thou 
help'st me not ? 
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Bj hearen, tbe duke shall know how slack you have been. 

2 Mur, I would he knew, that I had say'd his brother ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [£r^ 

1 Mur. So do not I ; go, coward as thou art.— • 
Well, ril go hide the body in some hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away ; 
Jor this win out, and then I must not stay. [Ea^. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— TAe same. A Ro^m in the Palace. Enter King 
fDWARD, (led in sick,) Queen Euzabeth, Dorset, 
Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, and others. 

K. Edward. 
Why, so \ — now have I done a good day's work ;— 
You peers, continue this united league : 
I every d^ expect ui embassage 
From my Kedeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more in. peace my soul shall part to heaven. 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 

Ha^t, So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your king ; 
TiCst he, that is the supreme King of kings. 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Kither of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love ! 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, 
— Nor your son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you ; — 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. Eliz. There, Hastings ; — ^I will never more remem- 
ber 
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and mine ! 

K. Edw, Dorset, embrace him,— Hastings, love lord 
marquis. 
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DfMTS. Tfakr interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my ptvt shall be inyiolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. [Embraces Dorset. 

K.Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies. 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [To the Qu^en.] but with all duteous lore 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love ! 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me ! this do I beg of heaven. 
When I am cold in love to you, or yours. 

J [Embracing RiVEKSf^c. 

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Fs this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wantetb now our brother Gloster here, 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and queen ^ 
—And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day :— 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege.—* 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my i^age, 
Have augbit committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
'Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love^— * 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;'^— 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
tf ever any grudge were lodged between us ;-— 
Of you, lord Rivers, — and, lord Grey, of you,— 
^•ltf«/ ail mthout desert have frown'd on me ; — = 
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I Dukes, eaifii, lords, gentlemeB ; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englishman alive. 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds. 
More than the in&nt that is horn to-n^t ; 
I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. A holy-day shall this he kept hereafter : 
— ^I would to God, all strifes were well compounded. 
— ^My soyereign lord, I do heseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo, Why, madam, have 1 offered love for this. 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[They all start. 
You do him injury, to scorn his corse. 

K, Edw. Who Imows not, he is dead ! who knows he is ? 

Q. Eliz, All-seeing heaven, what a world is this I 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 

Dors, Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the presence. 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw, Is Clarence dead ? the order was revers'd. 

Olo, But he, poor man, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried ; — 
Ood grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, ■■ ■ > *' ■ > 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 

I Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 
And yet go current from suspicion ! 
Enter Stanley. 
Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my service done ! 
i K, Edw, I pr'ythee, peace ; my soul is full of sorrow. 
I Stan, I will not rise, unless your highness hear me. J 
I K, Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou request's^ 
Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life f 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 
K. Edw. Have 1 a tongue to doom my brother's deathp 
^ And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ?^ 
j My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 
I And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
. Who su'd to me for him ? who, in my wrath. 



[SI He BkBUM the remistion of the forfeit. JOHNSON. 

m TUaluiMnlBtion IsTeryteiiderend mtbetic. The reeoOeetioii of tlw fOiA 
qpdlllet of tlM desd is vary mtnral, and M lev nMndUy 4a« fte ktn( 
rami—ntrrtgibeaJitfHpctfwii» JOBNaOR. 
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KneelM at my feet, and bade me be advisM ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me, 
And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king ? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give himself, 
All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 
But, when your carters, or your waiting-vassals5 
Have done a drunken ^laughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — ' 
But for my brother, not a man would speak, — 
Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life ; 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life.— r 
God ! I fear, thy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. 
— CoiQe, Hastings, help me to my closet. O, 
Poor Clarence ! [Exe, Kingy Queen, Hasting 

Rivers, Dorset, and Gre 

Glo. This is the fruit of rashness !-^Mark'd you not, 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence' death ? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace.* [Exeuh 

SCENE n. — The same. Ef^ter the Duchess of York, wi 
a Son and Daughter of Clarence. 

Son, Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 
Duch. No, boy. 

[4] Mr. Walpote, some yean ago, suggested firom the Chronicle of Groyland, U 
tile tme cause of CHosler's hatred to Cuuvnce was. that Clarence was unwiUing 
tbmn wiih hlf brother that moietgr of the eslate of the great Earl of Warwick, 
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.' Dough, Why do you weep so oft ? and beat your breast ; 
And cry — O darence, my unhappy son ! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head, 
And call us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Duch. My pretty cousins,^ you mistake me both ; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, ' 
As loath to lose him, not your father's death ; 
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost. 

Son, Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect. 

Daugh, And so will I. 

Duch, Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love you 
well : 
Incapable and shallow innocents, 
You cannot guess who caus'd your father's death. 

Son, Grandam, we can : for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 
And pitied me, smd kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father. 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Dttch, Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shapeB^ 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame. 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son, Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandam? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son, I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this ? 
Enter Queen Elizabeth distractedly ; Rivers and Dorset 

following her, 

Q. Eliz, Ah ! who shall hinder me to wail and weep ? 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 
Vl\ join with black despair against my soul. 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch, What means this scene of rude impatience ? 

which Gloster became entitled on his marriage with the younger sister of ^ Duch- 
en of Clarence, Lady Anne Neville, who had been betrothed to Edward Fnnoe ol 
Wales. JOAiOME. 




cUldr«n,J 

and to have supplied the plaee of both. MALONE. 
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Q. EUz. To make an act of tragic violence : — i 

Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. — •? 

Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap ?— * y^ 

If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; > 

That our swifl-winged souls may catch the king's ; i 

Or, like obedient sdbjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrpw^ 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death. 
And livM by looking on his images :^ > 

But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; i 

And I for comfort have but one false glass, 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : ^ 

' But death hath snatch'd my husband from my anns^ 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cause have I, 

5 Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 
?o over-go Siy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 

Son. I^, aunt ! you wept not for our father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Dough. Our fetherless distress was left unmoan'd, 
Tour widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Ettz. Give me no help in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That 1, being govem'd by the watry moon,' 
Bfay send forth plenteous tears to drown the world I 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

Oal. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence I 

Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clareiicel 

Q. Eliz. What stay had 1, but Edward ? and he's gone. 

Oiil. What stay had we, but Clarence ? and he's gone. 

Duch. What stays had I, but they ? and they are gone*. 

Q. Eliz. Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 

OiU. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 

Dueh. Was never mother, had so dear a loss. 

K\ The eUMren by whom be wai renrewnted. JOHNSON. 

n] IHat I wmf live hereafter under tbefaiiluenoe of the moon, whida g O Ter ut tfar 
lUfai, «Ml bf the help of that influence drown the world. The introdnetlBB of fte 
mnom 1ft not Tery natiirBK JOHNSON. 
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Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs : 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These bahes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 
1 for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distressed, 
Poar all your tears ; I am your sorrow's nurse, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dors. Comfort> dear mother ; God is much displeas'd, 

That you take with unthankfulness his doing ; 

In common worldly things, 'tis call'd — ungrateful, 

With dull unwillingness to repay a deht, 

Which with a hounteous hand was kindly lent ; 

Much more to he thus opposite with heaven, 

For it requires the royal deht it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, hethink you, like a careful mother, 
, Of the young prince your son : send straight for him, 

Let him he crown'd : in him your comfort lives : 

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave. 

And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, Rat- 
cliff, and others. 
Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 

To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

Bnt none can cure their harms hy wailing them.— 

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I 1 did not see your grace : — Humhly on my knee 
[ 1 crave j'our blessing. 

Duck. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy breast. 

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 
Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man \ — 

That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; \Asidi. 

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 
Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing poers. 

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 

Now cheer each other in each other's love : 

Though we have spent our harvest of this king-. 

We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 

But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together, 

Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept : 

Me seemeth good, that, with some little train. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch'd 
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Hither to London, to be crownM our king.' > 

Riv. Why with gome little train, my lord of Buckiii|^ -; 
ham ? .. 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude, ^ 

^he new-heal'd wound of malice should break out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous. 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungovern'd ; ^ 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein. 
And may direct his course as please himself, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. ; 

Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the complLct is firm, and true, in me. 
• Riv, And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd : ^ 

Therefore, I say, with noble Buckingham, '^ 

That it is meet so £ew should fetch the prince. \ 

Hast. And so say I. 

Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to determine ;, 

Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. ., 
Madam, — and you my mother, — ^will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business ? 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Glosteil 

Buck. My lord. Whoever joumies to the prince. 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk'd of, j 

To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince. | 

Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory, s 

My oracle, my prophet ! — My dear cousin, 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 

[ExetuU. 

SCENE III. 
T^e same. A Street. Enter two Citizens, meeting. 
1 Cit. Good-morrow, neighbour : Whither away so fast? 

[8] Edward the youngs prince, in his (ather's lifetime, and at liis deiime, ke^ hi« 
household at Ludlow, as Prince of Wales *, under the govemaoce of Antony Wood- 
ville, Earl of Rivers, his nncle by the mother's side. The intention of his bcijtf 
■ sent thither was to see justice done in tlie Mardies; and, by the authority of hui 
presence, to restain tlie WelshTnen. who were wild, dissolute, and iU-disposed, flvm 
their accustomed murders and out^a{;«f. Vtd. Uall, Holhishcd, kc THEOltALO. 
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2 Cit. I promise yoa, I Bcarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit. Tea ; the king^s dead. 

2 Cit, 111 news, by'r lady, seldom comes the better : 
I fear, I fbar, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit, Neifi^boars, God speed ! 

1 Cit, Give you good morrow, sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's death? 

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while ! 
ti Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

1 Cit, No, no ; by God's goodgra^, his son shall reign. 

3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's govem'd by a child ! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government ; 
That, in his nonage, council under him. 

And. in his full and ripen'd years, himself. 
No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 Cit, So stood the state, when Henry the Sixtli 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine mouths old. 

3 at, S.tood the state so ? no, no, good friends, God wot : 
For then this Ian J was famously enrich'd 

With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and mo- 
ther. 

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father ; 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
Will touch us aU too near, if God prevent not. 
0, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 
And the queen's sons, and brothers, haught and proud : 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
This sickly Lmd might solace as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be well. 
3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on their 

cloaks ; 
When^eat leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
WheiMie sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
Tou cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 



i 
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3 Cit Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger : as, by proof, we see 
The ivater swell before a boist'rous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit Marry, we are sent for to the justice's. 

3 Cit. And so was I ; I'll bear you company. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The safiie. A Room in the Palace, Enter the Archhi$hop- 
> of York, the your^g Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth^ 
and the Duchess of; York. 

Arch, Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Stratford ; 
And at Northampton they do rest to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to see the prince ; 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. i 

Q. Eliz, But I hear, no ; they say, my son of York I 
Hath almost overta'en him in his growth. * 

York, Ay, mother, but I would not hgve it so. : 

Duch, Why, my young cousin ? it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, ' 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my« brother ; .4^,quoth my uncle Gloster, ■ 

Small herbs have gra^e^ great weeds do grow apace : 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make haste. 

Duch, 'Good faith, 'good faith, the saying did not hold « 
In him that did object the same to thee : j 

He was the wretched'st thing, when he was young,® j 

So long a growing, and so leisurely, 
That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 

Arch, And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 

Duch. I hope, he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd,* 
f could have given my uncle's grace a flout. 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine^ 

Duch, How, my young York ? I pr'ythee, let meVear i( 

York, Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast, 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 
*Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

(91 The weakeft, mobt pony, least thriring. RITSON. 

[1] To be remembered tt, in Shakflpeare, to hne oae^ memonr quidL to tatvt aM% 
thmiirbts alMat one. JOHNSON. 
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Grandam, this would have heen a biting jest. 
Duck, I pr'ythee,' pretty York, who told thee this r 
York. Grandam, his nurse. 
Duck. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou wait 

bom. 
York, If *twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 
Q. Eliz. A parlous boy :• Go to, you are too shrewd. 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger : What news ? 

Mes. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mes. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mes. Lord Rivers, and lord Gre)*^, 
Arc sent to Pomfret, with them 
•Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them ? 

Mes. The mighty dukes, Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mes. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd ; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house ! 
The tiger now hath seized the gcutic hind ; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awless throne :* — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 
1 see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were tost. 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss : 
And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother. 
Blood to blood, self 'gainst self : — O, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen ; 

[2] Parlout is kwn, shrewd. STKEV. Corruptitm ofjpertfow, dang«rcros'- 

ike mding^ of the old quaiton. The (jueen evidently meaiM to chide him. RrT. 
■fTI Not prodnciiie awe, not reverenced.' To jut upon ie to encroach. JOHNS- 

4 Vol. VIT. C 
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Or let me die, to look on death no more ! 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanctnary.— 
Madam, farewell. 

Duck. Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. Eliz, You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go, . [To the Queen. 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part. Til resign unto your grace 
The seal 1 keep ; and so betide to me, 
As well 1 tender you, and all of yours ! 
Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The same. A street. The trumpets sound. Enter ^ 
the Prince of Wales, Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal j 
BouRCHiER, and others. I 

Buckingham. 
Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your chamber.^ , 1 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thought's sovereign : j 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguish of a man, . . 

Than of his outward show ; which, God he knows, 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. - 

Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous ; ~ * 

Your grace attended to the sugar'd words, > 

But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : . ♦.J 

God keep you from them, and from such false friends 1 "_.■* 

Prince. God keep me from false friends! but they.<i 
were none. 

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you i 
Enter the Lord Mayor, and his train. j 

May» God bless your grace with health and happy days { 3 

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ; — and thank you ^ 
all. — [Exeunt Mayor, ^cl 

I thought my mother, and my brother York, 

Would long ere this have met us on the way : 

■■ ■ ' ■ ■ . . i . < 

/4J iKmdoa wm» woOtnAj called Camera rcfU ¥Qifi1L< 
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Fye, what a ulug is Hastings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastixgs. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the sweating lord. 

Prin. Welcome, my lord : What, will our mother come ? 

JEftut. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
(Fould fain have come with me to meet your grace, 
Bat by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck, Fye ! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers ? — Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
[Into his princely brother presently ? 
[f she deny, — ^lord Hastings, go with him, 
&nd from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Car. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Z9n from his mother win the duke of York, 
Inon expect him here : But if she be obdurate 
Fo mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land, 
^Vould I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional :^ 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age,** 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
'To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place, 
jAnd those who have the wit to claim the place : 
iThis prince hath neither claimM it, nor deserv'd it ; 
jAnd therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking liim from thence, that is not there, 
Fou break no privilege nor charter there. 
Hi have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
But sanctuary children, ne'er till now. 

Car. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for once, — 

bme on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 

Hast I go, my lord. 

Prin. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may. 

[t^xeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 

CcrcmonJoitf, superstitions s traditional^ adherent to old ciLHtoins. WAKB. 
Tbat iis oomuttre the act of seizing him with tliej^'oM and licentious ^nucticet 
M iimu*^ it wiU wA he amsidfred as a violation orsancUlBry, tot >fQngi uosl') ^n« 
\rmuoiUMt men are iww used to aUuiJt. JOILNSOIS. 



52 KIN'O RICHABD III. ACT III. 

Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel you, some day, or two, 
Your lughness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prin. I do not like the Tower, of any place : — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my loi^ ? 
* Glo, He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edify'd, 

Prin. Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it ? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prin. But say, my lord, it were not registered ; 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age, 
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity,' 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise, so young, they say, do ne'er live long.^ 

[Aside. 

Prin. What say you, uncle ? 

Glo. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal vice. Iniquity,^ \ Jl 'd 

I moralize two meanings in one word. y 

Prin. That Julius Caesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in iame, though not in life.— 
I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord ? 

Prin. An if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward spring.* 

[Aside. 

[7] Retailed means handed down from one to another. — Goods rtUiSed, are those 
which pass from one purchaser tu another. M. MASON. 

[81 ij cadit ante senenij qui sapit ante diem— a proverbial line. STEEVENS. 

-jBright, in bis Treatise on 3f e/ancAo/y, 1586, says : ^ I have knowne childrm lan- 

jnu«hing^ of the splene obstructed and altered in temper, talke with gravitie aad wis- 
dome, surpassing those tender yeares, emd their judgement carrying a marvelkras ia- j 
itation of the wisdom of the ancient, having after a sort attained that by d is eas e 
wliich other liave by course of years : whereon I take it. the proverbe arisetli, that 
tKey he $hort of lift who are of wit to prepiaiU^ REIED. 

m See Note at the end of the play. 

[1] CoBunoDly, in ordinary course. JOHNSON. 
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Entir York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the duke of York. 

Prin. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother ? 

York. Well, my dread lord ;* so must I call you now. 

Prin. Ay, brother ; to our grief, as it is yours : 
Too late he died,' that might have kept that title. 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Glo, How fares our cousin, noble lord of York ? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo, He hath, my lord. 

ForA;. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I. 

Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart. 

Prin. A beggar, brother ? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that Til give my cousin. 

ForJb, A greater gift I O, that's the sword to it ? 

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. O ti^en, I see, youll part but with light gifts ; 
In weightier things you'll say a beggar, nay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier.* 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 

Glo. How ? 

York. Little. 

Prin. My lord of York will still be cross in talk ; — 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

Yorii, You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me : 
— ^Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders.^ 

pZ] The original of this e^thet applied to kings has been much dinwited. In fomb 
of oar old statutes the king is caOed Rex metuendiuimMS, ^^^^^^'„r.„ 

[SI L e. too lately, the km is too fresh in our memory. WARBURTOW. 

M Le. I dMnddstlU esteem it a trifling gift, were it hearler. WARD. 
M Tlie i«proa«h seems to consist in tlSs: at coimtry shows, it was coB^n to set 

the monkey on the bacdiof some other animaL as a hear. The duke thernore in call- 
ing himself ofw, calls his imde ftsor. JOHNSON. 
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Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons ! 
To mitigate the scorn he give his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself : \ 

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. v 

Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you pass along ? 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother ; to entreat of her. 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 

Prin. My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.. 

Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost ; 
My grandam told me, he was murder'd there. 

Prin. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prin. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal, 
and attendants. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To scorn and taunt you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ;* 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — Come hither, gentle Gates- 
by ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend. 
As closely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way ;— 
What think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cote. He for his father's sake so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 
Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley ? will not he 2 
Cote. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this : go, gentle Catesby, 
And, as it were f ar off, sound thou lord Hastings, 

[5] C«wa&le ; here, as in many other places in these plays, means faiteUieeat, mMk 
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How he dotfa stand affected to our purpose ; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination : 

TPor we to-morrow hold divided councils,^ 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

Glo. Commend me to lord William : tell him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly. 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep ? 

Cate, You shall, my lord. 

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both. 

[Exit Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man; — somewhat we will do:— 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess'd. 

Bitck. m claim that promise at your grace's hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form. [Exeunt. 

SCENE lU 

Before Lord Hastings' house ^ Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. My lord, my lord, — [Knocking, 

Hast. [Within] Who knocks ? 
Met, One from lord Stanley. 
Hast. [Within] What is't o'clock ? 
Mes. Upon the stroke^ of four. 

[61 Tlutt is, a private oonmitation^ separate from the known and pnhUc council* 
^b, m the next scene, Hasting:8 says : 

** Bid him not fear the separated crnncils." JOHNSON. 

[7} Every material circumstance in the following scene is taken from Hiriioflbed'k 
Chramide, excentthat it is a knight with whom Ha8ting:8 converses, instead of Awftr. 
ingkam. ST££VENS. 
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Enter Hastings. 

Hast, Cannot thy master sleep these tedious nights ? 

Mes. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Hast. And then, — 

Mes. And then he sends you word, he dreiamt 
To-night, the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th^ other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's pleasure, — 
If presently, you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the north, 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 
His honour, and myself, are at the one ; 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof I shsdl not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance :' 
And for his dreams — I wonder, he's so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 
Where to incense the bofir to follow us. 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see. the boar will use us kindly. 

Mes, I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you say. [Exit. 

Enter Catesby. 

CkUe. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

Hast. Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early stirring : 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ? 

Caie. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And, I believe, will never stand jupright. 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast. How ! wear the garland ? dost thou mean the 
crown ? 

Caie. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my shoulders, 

181 That is, wantine iome example or act ^malevolenee^ t^ which they may be Jus- 
tified: orwliich, perhaps, is nearer to (he true meaoinr, wanting any immediate 
ground or reason. JOHNSON. 
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Before I'li see the crown so foul misplac'd. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cote. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he sends you this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast, Indeed, I am no mourner for that news. 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 
But, that V\\ give my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate, God keep your lordship in that gracious mind ! 

Hast, But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hencei — 
That they, who brought me in my master's hate, 
J live to look upon their tragedy. 
AVell, Catesby, ere a fortnight mtike me older, 
ril send some packing, that yet think not on't. 

Cate, 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it. 

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so fills it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so 'twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves aa safe 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cate. The princes both make high account of you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside. 

Hast. I know, they do ; and I have well deserv'd it. 

Enter Stanley. 
r^omc on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man ? 
F^ear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and, good morrow, 
Catesbv : — 

V 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,^ 
I do not like these several councils, 1. 

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 
And never, in my life, I do protest, 
\Vas it more precious to me than 'tis now : 
Think you, but that I know our state secure, 
1 would be so triumphant as I am ? 

1 91 i. e. the cross. So in Spen.s*»r's Fairy ^ueen, B. VI. c vi: 
'^ And nigh thereto a little ohapell stoode 
Which being' all with yvy over-pred, 
Deck'd all the roofe, and* shadowing the roode, 
Seem'd Me a gn)ve fair branched overhead." STEEVEN8. 

Vol. Vn. C ^ 
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Sum. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from Lod" 
don, 
Were jocund, and supposM their states were sure, ^ 

And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast. 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day is spent. 

Hast. Come, come, have with you.* — ^Wot you what> *■ 
my lord ? 
To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

SUtn. They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads, 
Than some, that have accusM them, wear their hats. 
But come, my lord, let's away. 

ErUer a Pursuivant. 

Hast, Go on before, I'll talk with this good fellow. 

[f^xeunt Stanley anc2 Catesbv. 
How now, sirrah? how goes the world with thee ? 

Purs. The better, that your lordship please to ask. 

Hast. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'st me last where now we meet : 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 
This day those enemies are put to death. 
And I in better state than e'er I was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good content I 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for me. 

[Throwing him his purse. 

Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant. 

Enter a Priest, 

Priest, Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your ho- 
nour. 

Hast, I thank thee, good sir John, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ;• 
Gome the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain ? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest ; 

[1] This phrase signified merely *^I will go alone v/tth you f and is an expressien 
in use at this day. M. MASON. «» ^ ^ ' *" 

1$] AtleDdlngr Wm in prirate to hear his cotrfessitn. 5J ALONE. 
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Toor honour hath no shriving work in hand.' 

Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower ? 

JBuck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay there ; 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hoit, Nay, like enough, for 1 stay dinner there. 

Buck, And supper too, altho' thou know'st it not. [Andes, 
•—Gome, will you go ? 

HcLsU I'll wait upon your lordship. [£a;etffU. 

SCENE III. 

Pamfret. Before the castle. Enter R at cLiFVy with a Guard, 
conducting Rivers, Grey, and Vaugiian, to executionk 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,-— 
To-day, shalt thou behold a subject die. 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Crrey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you I 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Faugh, You live, that shall cry woe for this hereaflerr 

Rat, Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 
Richard the Second here was hack'd to death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon our heads, 
When she exclaimM on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabb'd her son. 

Riv. Then curs'd she Hastings, then curs'd she Buck- 
ingham, 
Then cursM she Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us I 
And for my sister, and her princel}'^ sons, — 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt ! 

Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate.'* 

Riv. Come, Grey,— come, Vaughan, — let us here em- 
brace : 

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt 

rS] Shriving iH«rk is confession. JOHNSON. 

r4l ExptaBta va9d for expiated; It seenia to me«l«, Jutty completed snd endfd^ 
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SCENE IV. 

London* J3i room in the Tower. Buckingham, Stanley, 
Hastings, the Bishop of Ely, Catesby, Lovel, and 
others, sitting at a table : Officers of the council attending. 

Hast, Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
f s — to determine of the coronation : 
fn God's name, speak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination.^ 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind herein ? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces : for our hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ; 
Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mine : — 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
[ have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 
And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice, 
Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good-morrow : 
I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust. 
My absence doth neglect no great design. 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue,* my lord, 
William lord Hastings had prouounc'd your part, — J- 

I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 1 

Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be bolder ; 
His lordship knows mc well, and loves me well. 
— My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 
i saw good strawberries in jour garden there ; I 

I do beseech you, send for some of them. I 

\S\ L e. the only ihmg wanting, is appointment of a particular day for the ceremo- \ 
ny. STEEVENS. 

[6] This expression is borrowed from the theatre. The cite, Tueue, or tmil of a 
speeoi consists of the last words, which are tlie token for an entrance or answer. To 
<9me on the cue, therefore, is to come at the proper tlmt. JOHNSON. 
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By. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Elt 
Glo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Takes him asidtr, 
Cateshy hath sounded Hastings in our business ; 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent. 
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 
Buck, Withdraw yourself awhile, I'll go with you. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 
Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided. 
As else I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 
Ely, Where is my lord protector ? I have sent 
For these strawberries. 
Hast, His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this morn- 
ing ; 
There's some conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good-morrow with such spirit. 
1 think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom, 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan, What of his heart perceive you in his face. 
By any likelihood^ he show'd to-day ? 

Hast. Marry, that with no miuj here he is offended : 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 
Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they deserve. 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have pre vail' J 
\ 7pon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in tliis noble presence 
To doom th' offenders : Whosoe'er they be, 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, withe r'd up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 

[7] QfHtSStlKnci} appearance. JOHNSON. 
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That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble lord,*—— ^ 

Glo. If! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk'st thou to me of ifs ? — Thou art a traitor : — 
Off with his head : — now, by saint Paul I swear, 

I will not dine until I see the same. 

Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ; 
The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeunt council, with Gloster and Buckingham. 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly. 
TSree times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,* 
And startled, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant. 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies. 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myself secure in grace and favour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hasting's wretched head. 

Cote. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be at dinner; 
Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks,' 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to exclaim. 

Hast. Oh, bloody Richard ! — miserable England ! 
1 prophesy the fearful'st time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. [Exeunt. > 

[8] So, in The Legend of Lerd Hastings, M D. 1463. [Master Dolman.] 
<* M J palfiry. in the playnest paved streete, 
Thryse bow'd his boones, thryse Imeled on the flower, 
Thiyse thonnd (as Balams asse) the dreaded tower.'' 

The housings of a liorse, and sometimes the horse lumselfl were aoeieBtly dienom!*- 
wited a/oot-rfrtA. STEEVENS. 

l9}B9tU0Tws: Neschts Bxsmfallaeis. JOHNSON. 
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SCENE V. 

3%e Htme, T%e Tower walls. Enter Gloster and Buck- 
IKOBAM, in rusty armoury marvellous ill-favoured^ 

» Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change thy 

colour ? 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 
And then again begin, and stop again, 
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror ? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw. 
Intending deep suspicion :* ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace my stratagenus. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Glo. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter tJie Lord Mayor^ and Catesby. 

Buck, Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord mayor, — 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck, Hark, hark ! a drum. 

Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck, Lord mayor, the rei.;£on we have sent for you,— 

Glo, Ubok back, defend tliee, here are enemies. 

Buck,* God and our innocence defend and guard us I 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, xicith Hastings' head, 

Glo, Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff, and Loveli 
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

1'he dangerous and unsuspected Huntings. 

Glo, So dear I lovM the man, that I must weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless't creature, 

That breath'd upon the earth a christian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 

The history of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue. 

That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife, — 

[1] Thus Holinsbed: **Tbe protector immediately after dinner, intending to set 
fome colour vspoa the matter, sent in all haste for many substantial men out of the 
cltie into the tower : and at their coming, himselfe witli the duke of Buckingham, 
kfood harnessed in old ill-faring briganders, such as uo man should weene thoy would 
▼ovcbsafe to have put upon their backes, except that some sudden necessitie Had con- 
(rtreined them." 6TEEVENS. 

[2] That Uj pretending. STEKVEKS. 
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He liv'd from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st sheltered traitor ^ 
That ever liv'd. — ^Look you, my lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, - 

(Wer't not, that by great preservation • 

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house. 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ? 
, May. What ! had he so ? 

Glo. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidels ? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death ; 
But that the extreme peril of the case. 
The peace of England, and our persons' safety, 
Enforc'd us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befall you ! he deserv'd his death; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 
i never look'd for better ;atjiis hands, 
Afler he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Tet had we not determin'd he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end, ; 
Which now the loving haste of these biiir friends,' *' 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you he^ 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess » 

The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May, But, my good lord, your grace's word shall serve, 
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo, And to that end we wish'd your lordship here, 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you came too late of our intent, 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go, afler, afler, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post : — 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time, 
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Infer the bastardy of Edward's children : 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for saying — ^he would make his son 

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house, 

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 

Which stretch'd unto their servants, daughters, wives^ 

Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 

Without control, listed to make his prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person :— 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France ; 

And, by just computation of the time. 

Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 

Yet tauch this sparingly, as 'twere far off ; 

Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord ; I'll play the orator^ 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead. 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's castle; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied. 
With reverend father^, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. I go ; and, towards three or four o'clock. 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

[Exit BVCKINGHAH. 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw, — 
Go thou [To Cat.] to friar Penker ; — bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's castle. 

[Exeunt Lovel and Gatesby 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Exit,. 

SCENE VI. — A Street. Enter a scrivener. 
Sqri. Here is the indictment of the good lord Hastings; 
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd. 
That it may be to-day read o'er i|i Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together : — 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 
5 Vol, VIL 
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For yesterDight by Catesbj was it sent me ; 

The precedent was full as long a doing : 

And yet within these fire hours Hastings livM, 

Untainted, nnexamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good world the while ! — Who is so gross, 

That cannot see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold, but says — he sees it not ? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought, 

When such bad deahng must be seen in thought.^ [fbzV. 

SCENE Vll. 

The same. Court of Baynard^s Castle, Enter Glosteb 

and Buckingham, meeting, 

do. How now, how now ? What say the citizens ? 

Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's children ? 

Buck, I did ; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France : 
Th' insatiate greediness of his desires 
And his enforcement of the city wives ; . 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, — 
As being got, your father then in France ; 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments, — 
Being the right idea of your father,* 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory grew to and end, 
( bade them, that did love their country's good, 
Cry — God save Richard, England's royal king / 

Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck, No, so God help me, they spake not a word ; 
But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful silence : 
His answer was, — the people were not us'd 
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. 

[8] That Is, seen in silence, without notke or detection. JOHNSON. 
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TheB he was urgM to tell my tale again ; — 
Ihus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferred ; 
But nothiDg spoke -m warrant from himself. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' th' hall, hurIM up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried, God save king Richard ! 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I ; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout. 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard : 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they ; would they 
not speak ? 
Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand ; intend some fear ]* 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests ; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glo, I go ; and if you plead as well for them> 
As I can say nay to thee for myself,^ 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks 

[Exit Gloster . 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 
Welcome, my lord : 1 dance attendance here ; 
1 think, the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter, from the castle, Catesby. 
Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request ? 

Cote. He doth intreat your grace, my noble lord. 
To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ^ 
Tell himj myself, the mayor and aldermen, 
In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 



[4] Perlu^M, preUnd ; though inUnd will stand in the sense of givinr mtte^tlim. 

JOH NSOm • 

[SI Badungfaam is to plead for the citizens ; and if (says Richanh iroa speak for 
them as plauflUy as I in my own person, or for my own purposes, rasill se wn to de- 
9 J your stiit^ there is no doubt hot we shall bring all to a happy issue. STEEVEMSn 
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No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Cate, I'll signify so much unto him straight. [Eocit. 

Buck, Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,® 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, 1 fear, we shall ne'er win him to it. 

May, Marry, God defend, his grace should say us nay ! 

Buck, I fear, he will : Here Catesby comes again ; 

Rc'enter Catesby. 
— ^Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cote. He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him. 
His grace not being warn'd thereof before. 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
And so once more return and tell his grace. \Ex, Catc 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence ; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster in a gallery above, between two Bishops, 

Catesby returns. 
May, See, where his grace stands 'tween two clergy- 
men F 
Buck, Two props of virtue for a christian prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests ; 
And psHrdon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal. 
Glo, My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

[61 To&iten:topaiaper. JOHNSON. 

fj Thb pioiui and courdjr Mayor was Edmund Shaw, brother to Doetor AImw, 
#koa Rieurd had empknred to prove hii title to the crown, from thepidpltatSitfiC 
PmTlCrQn. MALONE. 
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I rather do beseech yon pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your erace's pleasure ? 

Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. 

Glo, I do suspect, I have done some offence, 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck.' You have, my lord; Would it might please yeur 
grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your fault ! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a christian land ? 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors. 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth. 
The lineal glory of your royal house. 
To the corruption of a blemished stock : 
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoiights, 
nVhich here we waken to our country's good) 
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 
Her face defac'd with scars of infamy. 
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf^ 
Of dark foigetfulness and deep oblivion, 
Which to re-cure, we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 
Not as protector, steward, substitute. 
Or lowly factor for another's gain : 
But as successively, from blood to blood, 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 
Your very worshipful and loving friends. 
And by their vehement instigation, 
In this just suit come 1 to move your grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
If, not to answer, — ^yon might haply think, 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 



[8] I believe we should read 
And almoft motti 
That it, almott «nMf AerV, covered and lost. 



And ahnoft tmoutdtr'd in tlie '^'^^^^^"iL^f;, 
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To bear the golden yoke of Bovereigntj, 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
So seasoned with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I checkM my friends. 
Therefore, — ^to speak, and to avoid the first ; 
And then, in spesiking, not to incur the last,*— 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritable, shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
- And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 
So mighty, and so many, my defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my greatness,-^ 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid. 
And in the vapour of my glory sm6ther'd. 
But, God be thankM, there is no need of me, 
(And much I need to help you,* if need were j) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 
Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time ; 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy stars, — 
Which, God defend, that I should wring from him i 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace ; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say, that Edward is your brother's son ; 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 
And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother to a many sons, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 
Even in the afternoon of her best days. 
Made pri ze and purchase of his wanton eye, 

[9] ikod I vMnimueh of (he abllitr reouisite to <^ire you heliK if heXf were neederl 

J0H^'SON^ 
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Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoag^ti 

To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call — the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate. 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity : 

If not to bless us and the land withal. 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the corruption of abusing time. 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May, Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer^ love. 

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit. 

Glo, Alas, why would you heap those cares on mo ; 
i am unfit for state and majesty : — * 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you. 

Buck, If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal. 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart, 
And gentle, kind, efieminate remorse, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred. 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Vet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no, 
Your brother's son shdll never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in your throne, 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 
\nd, in this resolution, here we leave you ; 
—Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Buck, and Citiztm 

Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept their suit 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Well, call them again ; 1 am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [JE'xii Catf. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 

Re-enter Buckingham, and the rest, 
— Cousin of Bockinghiun, — and S£^e, grave men, — • 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 
To bear her burden, whe'r 1 will, or no, 
1 Biiut have patience to endure the load : 
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But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach. 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God he knows, and you may partly see, 
How far I am from the desire of this. 

May, God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it. 

Glo, In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 

BucL Then I salute you with this royal title, — 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king! 

AIL Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown'd ? 

Glo, Even when you please, since you will have it so. 

Buck, To-morrow then we will attend your grace ; 
And so, most jojrfully, we take our leave. 

Olo, [To the Bishops] Gome, let us to our holy work 
again: 
Farewell, good cousin ; — ^farewell, gentle friends. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Before the Tower, Enter, on one sidi, Queen 
Elizabeth, Duchess of York, and Marquis of Dorset; 
ott the other, Anne, Duchess of Gloster, leading Lady 
Margaret Plantagenet, Clarence's young Daughter. 

Duchess, 
Who meets us here ? — ^my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the haivl of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 
Now, for my life, she's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince.— 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne, God give your graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz, As much to you, good sister ! Whither away ? 

Anne, No further than the Tower ; and, as I guess. 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q. Eliz, Kind sister, thanks ; we'll enter all together : 

Enter Brakenbury. 
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 
How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 

Brak, Right well, dear madam : By your patience, 
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[ may not suffer you to visit them ; 

The king hath strictly charged the contrary. 

Q. Eliz. The king ! who's that ? 

Brak. I mean, the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect hift from that kingly title ! 
Hath he set bounds between their love, and me ? 
I am their mother, who shall bar me from them ? 

Duck, I am their father's mother, I will see them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother : 
Then bring me to their sights ; I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on thy peril. 

Brcik' No, madam, no, I may not leave it so ;^ 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. [Exii 

Enter Stanley 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence. 
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker-on of two fkir queens. — 
Comey madam, you must straight to Westminster, 

[To the Duchess o/'Glostek. 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 

Q. Eliz, Ah, cut my lace asunder ! 
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 

Dor. Be of good cheer. — Mother, how fares your grace'.' 

Qw Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children : 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas. 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 

I Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house. 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse, — [ 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam : 
—Take all the swifl advantage of the hours ; 
You shall have letters from me to my son 
lu your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 
' Duck. O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! — 
my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 

[1] TliBt If, I may not so rekigpa my office, which you offer to take on yau at jtmv 
mL JOHNSON. 

Vol. VII. i D 
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A cockatrice hast thou hatchM to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous !* 

S(an, Cotne, madam, come ; I in all haste was sent. 

Anne, And [ with all unwillingness will go. — 
O, would to God, that thi inclusive verge 
Of golden mctiil, that must round my hrow, 
Were red-hot steeJ, to sear me to the hrain !* 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 
And die, ere men can siiy — God save the queen I 

Q. hJiiz, Go, go, ])oor soul, I envy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. So ! why ? — When he, that is my husband now. 
Came to mc, as I folio wM Henry's corse ; 
When scnrre the blood was well wash'd from his hai^ds. 
Which issu'd from my other angel husband, 
And that dead siunt which then I weeping follow'd ; 
O, when, I say, 1 lookM on Richard's face, 
This was my wish, — Be thou, quoth f, accursed. 
For making nie, so young, so old a widow ! 
And, when thou wedd'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And be thy wife {if any be so mad) 
More miserable by the life of thee, 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death ! 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 
Even in so short a -space, my woman's heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse : 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep. 
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd.' 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; i 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

[2] The cedeatrice is a serpent supposed to originate from • cotkHegg. STEEV. 

[3] She seems to aHude to the ancient mode of punishing a re^kide, or any othff 
egregious criminal, rlx. by placing a cro\(Ti of iron, heated red-hot, upon hU hM& 
In some of the monldsh accounts of a [tlace of future torment, a humiauf ««■■ ii 
liliewise appropriated to those who deprived any lawful monarch of his kingdomw-- 

STEEVENS John, the son of Veuvode Stephen, havbig defeated the vmj « 

Hungarian peasants, called GroL<adoes, in 1514, caused their general, i^callBd Gctm 
to be stript nalted, upon whose head the executioner set a crown of hot bundnf Irofr 
This is tbe fact to which Goldsmith alludes ) 

" Luke's iron crown, and Oamien^ bed of steeL" 
Though it was George, and not his brother Luke, who was so punished : bat Qtmgn 
woula not suit the poet's metre. The Earl of Atfiol, who was executed on aeoo«Dt oi ^ 
the murder of James I. King of Scots, was previous to his death, "erowned wilk* I ^ 
hot IrmL" See Ilolinshed. RITSON. ^ I ' 

[51 Tis recorded by Polydore Vh;gil, that Richard was fre^pMBtljr dSfUvbtdVT I- « 
terrible dreams: this is therefore no fiction. -- JOHNSON. ' - 
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Q. Eliz, Poor heart, adieu ; I pity thy complaining. 

Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for your's. 

Dors.' Farewell, thou woeful welcomcr of glory ! 

.Inne, Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave of it ! 

Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 
thee ! [7b Dorset. 

— Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! 

[To Anne. 
— ^Go thou to sanctUfiry, and good thoughts possess thee ! 

[To Q. Eliz. 
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me ! 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have 1 seen, 
And each hour's joy wreckM with a week of tcen.^ 

Q. Eliz. Stay yet ; look huck, with mc, unto tlie Tower. 
— Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurse ! old sullen play-fellow^ 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones flirewell.^ [ExeWht. 

SCENE II. 

A room of state in the palace. Flourish of trumpets. Rich- 
ard, as king, upon his throne, Buckingham, Catesby, a 
Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Buckingham, 

Buck. My gracious sovereign. 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advice, 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. Still live they, and forever let them last ! 

K. Rich. Ah, Buckinghiim, now do I play the touch,* 
To try if thou be current gold,, indeed : — 
Young Edward lives ; — Think now what I would speak. 

Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 

Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 

K. Rich. Ha ! am I king ? 'Tis so : but Edward lives. 

Teen is nnrow. STEEVENS. 



n\ Hitker die third Act should be extended, awl here it very properiy endt wilt 
» pawe of aetioo. JOHNSON. 

|9] To jrfoy tki tmuk Im to represeot the toachstone. BTEEVENB. 



To eall Oe Tower nurse and play-fdlaw is Terf harsh : perhaps part of this 
I if addreiMd to the Tower, and part to the lieutenant. JOHNSON. 
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Buck, True, noble prince . • • 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 
That Edward still should live, — true,, noble prince ! — 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 
What say'st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Btick. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K, Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezes: 
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, dear lord, 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit Buck. 

CkUe. The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. [Jisi, 

K. Rich, 1 will converse with iron-witted fools, 
And unrespective boys ;^ none are for me, 

[Descends from his throne. 
Th^t look into me with considerate eyes ^ — 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.— 
B«i>, 

Page. My lord. 

K, Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ?* 

Pc^e. I know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind :' 
Gold were as good as twenty orators. 
And will, no doqbt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich, What is his name ? 

Page. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

K, Rich, t partly know the man ; go, call him hither, 

boy. [Exit Page, 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham^ 

No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 

Hath he so long held out with me untir'd. 

And stops he now for breath ? — ^well, be it so.— 

Enter Stanley. 

* 

How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 

Stan, Know, my loving lord. 
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

[11 Vnrupeciiat is inattentive to conseguenoe, iacoiuiderate. STIXVKN8. 
[21 Clou txploit—lM secret act. JOHNSON. 

t^ Titty, in tliis place signifies judidout or cunning. A toU was not at this Une 
employed to signify a man offaine^ but was usesi for vtiadmn mjwdgnma. 0TXEV. 
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K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroad, 
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 
I will take order for her keeping close. 
Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman. 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daughter :— 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 
Look, how ^hou dream'st ! — I say again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 
About it ; for it stands me much upon, 
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me.— 

\jilxit Catesby. 
I must be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my. kingdom stands on brittle glass : — 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin.* 
Tear- falling pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page^ with Tyrrel. 
Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine ? 

Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich. Why, then 'thou hast it ; two deep enemies, 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon : 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou sing'st s\^eet music. Hark, come hi- 
ther, Tyrrel ; 
Go, by this token. — Rise, and lend thine ear : [Whispers. 
There is no more but so : — Say, it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 

Tyr. I will despatch it straight. [Blxit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind; 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to Rich- 
mond. 

- >— ^ 

[4] The flune reflection occurs in Madbeth : 
*• 1 am in blood 

Steqp^d in 80 for, that should I wade no more, 
Retumins^ were as tedious,"" &c STEEVENS. 
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Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son : — ^Well, look 
to it. 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise. 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables. 
Which you have promised I shall possess.* 

K Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey 

etters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me, — Henry the. sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king. 
When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 
A king ! — perhaps 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at that time, 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 

K. Rich. Richmond ! — When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle. 
And call'd it — Rouge-mont : at which name, I started ; 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I should not Uve long after I saw Hichmond. 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. Ay, v^hat's o'clock ? ' 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promis'd me. 

K. Rich. Well, but what is't o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why, let it strike ? • 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st the 
stroke*^ 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

Mil I — — ^— —«.——»—»»—■—»»— —^—^——^»i^i— ^»^i^^———i^—— a—.— ■^——i— 

[S\ Thomas duke of Gloeter, the fifth son of Edward the Thinl, married ozw of the 
daoghters and coheirs of Humphrey de Bohun Earl of Uereford. Hemy Stafford 
•Duke «f Buckingham was.linesdfy descended from Thomas Duke of Oloster, hb onljr 
daughter Anne having married Edmund Eari of StaiToKl, and Hemy being the ereat 
mndson of Edmund and Anne. In this right he and his ancestors hiad possessed one 
half of the Hereford estate *, and he claimed and actually obtained from Richard IIL 
afterhe usurped the throne, the restitution of the other naif, which had been seised 
on by Edwanl *, and also the earldom of Hereford, ^d the office of CwistaMe of En- 
gland, which had long been annexed by inheritance to that earidom. Mansy of oar 
EisUMians, however, ascribe the breach bet^veen liim and Rldiard to Richard^ r^U* 
slag to restore the moiety of the Hereford estate : and Shakspeare has followed them. 

MALONE. 

\jS\ An image, like those at St Dunstan's church in Fleet Street, and at the mar- 
ket-^oittes at several towns in this kingdom, was usually called a Jtuk ^ tAs dsafc^ 
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am not in the giviDg vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, or no. 

if. Rich, Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein. 

[Exetint K. Richard and traini 

Buck. And is it thus ? repaj^s he my deep service 
With such contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit 

SCENE III. 

The same. Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous mass.icre. 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton, and Forrest, whom 1 did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion. 
Wept like two children, in their death's sad story. 
thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes , — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms : 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalky 
Wltichj in their summer beauty, kissed each other. 
Jl book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
IVhich once, quoth Forrest, almost changed my mind ; 
But, oh, the devil — there the villain stopt ; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That, from the prime creation, e^er shefram^d.^^ 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse, 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

EnUr J^ng Richard. ' ' 

And here he comes : — All health, my sovereign lord ! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in* charge 

Feget your happiness, be happy then, 
or it is done. 
K, Rich. But didst thou see them dead ? 

kmae, Richard membies Buckinrham to <me of those aatomatons, and bids Um aot 
sanend the stroke on the dock-beU, bat strike, that the hour mar be past, «ad Umr 
fdfbe at llbarty to pursue bis meditations. SIR J. HAWKINS. 
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Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr, The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them ; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper, 
When tliou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell, till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I penn'd up close:' 
His daughter meanly have I matchM in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown.. 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 



Cate. My lord. 



K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'st in SO 
bluntly ? 

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Richmond; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen, 
fs in .the field, and still liis power increaseth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have leam'd, that fearful commenting 
fs leaden servitor to dull delay ;® 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king ! 
Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exe^ 

[7] In Sheriff Hatton Castle, Yoriuhire ; where he renudned till the oomiag of 
VLeary VII. who immediately after tiie battle of Bosworth sent him to the TowWi 
and some few years after, mo«t treadiercNisly and barbarously put him to deadi; ba- 
ifkgt from a total want of education and commerce with mankind, so ignorant, tiwk he 
flould net) according to Hall, discern a goose from a capon. With this unfortaaate 
yoang nobleman enided the male line of the illustrious house of Plantagenet. HIT. 

[8] llmoroas thought and cautious disquisition are dull attendants on delay. • 

J0HKB05; 
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SCENE IV. 

Tlie same. Before ihe palace. Enter ^ueen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow. 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witness to,^ 
And will to France ; hoping the consequence 
Will proTe as bitter, black, and tragicad. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes I 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual. 
Hover about me with your airy wings. 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right^ 
Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night. 

Duch.^ So many miseries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute. — 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God» fly from such gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ? 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 

Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living ghost. 
Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, [Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 

Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou wonldst as soon afford a grave. 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ab, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

[Sitting down by her. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory,* 

,,. InJkutUn Im prebce, mtrodaction, first port JOHNSON. 

tl] Rigktfur right is justice ajMwenQg to the claims of Justice. JOBNSON* 

^ StHi»rv, for MntorSy. JOHNSON. 

6 Vol. VH. D ^ 
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And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, [Sitting down with them. 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine : — 

{ had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 

I had a husband, till a Richard killM him : 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard killM him. 

Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and' Richard 
kJird him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes. 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work ; 
That excellent grand t}Tant of the earth. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls. 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.— 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother^s body. 
And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan !* 

Duch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. ^ 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; ! 

Young York he is but boot,* because both they 1 

Match not the high perfection of my loss. 1 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 
Xh' adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 
Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls, 
And send them thither : But at hand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray. 
To have him suddenly convey'd from hence : — 

rs] Ptm-feUom seems to be companion. We have now a new phrase, nearir af^ 
▼uent, by which we say of persons in the same difficulties, that tney are ia Mw «gMi 
*<w. JOHNSON. 

£4] BwA is tbat which is thrown in to mead a purchase. JOUHiOK. 
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Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray» 
That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 

Q. Eliz. Oh, thou didst prophesy, the time would come. 
That L^hould wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul-bunch-back'd toad. 

Q. Mar, 1 calFd thee then, vain ilourish of my fortune ; 
I caird thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; • ** 

The presentation of but what I w;u», 
The flattering index of a direful pageant,* 
One heav'd a high, to be hurFd down below : 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garisli ilng, 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ;^ 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scone. 
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein tlost thou joy ? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flattorM thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that followM thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now tliou ait. 
For happy wife, a most distresse<l widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wnils t ho. name ; 
For one being sued to, one thit Juunbly sues ; 
For queen, a very caitiiV crown 'd with care : 
For one that scorn'd ;it me, now soornM of rne ; 
For one being feard of all, now fi'.uviufi: one ; 
For one commanding all, ohey'd of none. 
Thus hath the course of justice wlieelM about. 
And left thee but a very i)rey to ti:ue ; 
Having no more but thought of wlial thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, beiii^ wliat thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place, And dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 
Now thy proud neck beai-s iialf my burdenM yoke ; 
From which even here I slip my wearied head, 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife, — and queen of sud mischance, — 
These English woes shall make me smile in Fra nce. 

[6] Pmgemni* are dumb Khow*. and the iioet nioaiiL to allude to one of theiie, the 
inuez of vhich promi-'i'd a happier ronclusion. The pai.'eants ilien displayed on pwb- 
UeooeaKiens WPTf* gen^rallv prw-ftlpd by a brief acrouint of the orJor in which the 
chaneters wore to walk. These iudvxe> were di&u-ihututl aniunf tlie spectators, that 
Oiey might uuderhiand the meaning' of Mich alict^uiiciil stuflTas w;as usually exliibiU'd. 
!%• iiKl«x of t!\ery iKKik was anciently placed InMore ihi* beginninK of it STEEV. 

[B] AUudlng to* the dangerous suuaUon of tho>e p«:rM;ii;i to whose care tbe 
•EA«fwnlMiPerc idrtnuteO. - |biTi££Vl2:>S. 
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Q. Eli2, O thoa well skilPd in curses, stay a while, 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the day ; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
Ind he, that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. Eliz, My words are dull, O, quicken them with thine! 

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce 
like mine. [Exit Q. Maro. 

Duck. Why should calamity be full of words ? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attornies to their client woes. 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
Let them have scope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duck. If so, then be not tongue -ty'd : go with me, 
A.nd in the breath of bitter words let's smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother'd. 

[Drum, within. 
i hear- his drum, — ^be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his train, marching. 

K, Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 

Duch. O, she, that might have intercepted thee, 
By stran^ng thee in her accursed womb. 
From all- the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

Q. Eliz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where should be branded, if that right were right, . 

The slaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, ] 

And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers ? i 

Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ? 

Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? [Clarence ? J 

Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan,.Grej ? 1 

Duch. Where is kind Hastings ? 1 

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — strike, alarum draau ! ! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women { 

Rail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I say. — ,'i». ' 

[Flourish. Alarumf^ 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, ' 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Dueh, Art thou my son ? 

• "J 
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K. Rich. Ay ; I thank God, my father, and yourself. 

Dvch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rieh, MadEim, I have a touch of your condition,' 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duck. O, let me speak. 

K. Rich. Do, then ; but I'll not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in haste. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty ? I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch. Na, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well, 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy* and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and furious ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy age confirmed, proud, subtle, slv, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy company ?^ 

K. Rich. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call'd 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. [your grace 
If 1 be so disgracious in your sight. 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam.— 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. I pr'ythee, hear me speak. 

K. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 
For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die,' by God's just ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Wbich, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the c6mplete armour that thou wear'st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

A tpiee or partide of your Utnvtr or dinontum. JOHNSON. 

TeteAw to touchy, peevish, iretfiU,iU.tnnperU RrrSON. 

To grmct seems nere to mean the same as to bUu, lo make ha.Tpfj, SOj graaam 

" and rrMc« are faTonn. JOHNSON. 
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And promise them success and victory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit. 

Q^.Eliz. Tho' far more cause, yet much less spirit tocursQ 
Abides in me ; I say Amen to her. [Going-. 

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word with you. • 

Q. Eliz, I have no more sons of the royal blood, 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

A'. Rich. You have a daughter caird — Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this ? O, let her live, 
\nd I'll corrupt her manners, stiiin her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward's bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 

K. Rich, Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood. 

Q. Eiiz, To save her life, I'll say — she is not so. 

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in hor birth. 

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were opposite. 

Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were contraiy. 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny : 
My babes were destin'd to a fairer death, 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts. 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt. 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-haid heart. 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling refl. 
Rash all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize. 
And dangerous success of bloo.dy wars, 



4CT IV. KING RICHARD III. 87 

Ab I infend more good to you and your^s, 
Than ever you or your's by me were hann'd ! 

Q. Eliz. What good is corer'd with the face of heaven,. 
To be disco ver'd, that can do me good ? 

K. Rich, Th' advancement of your children, gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads? 

K, Bich, No, to the dignity and height of fortune. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory.' 

Q. £Uiz, Flatter my sorrows witli report of it ; 
T^ me, what state, what dignity, what honour. 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine V 

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all,. 
Will 1 withal endow a child of thine ; 
80 in the Lethe of thy an^ry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which, thou supposcst, I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz, Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindacstt 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 

K, Rich, Then know, that from my soul, I love thy 
daughter. 

Q. Eliz, My daughter's mother thinks it with her soul. 

K, Rich, What do you think ? 

Q. Eliz, That thou dosit love my daughter, from thy soul: 
So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her brothers, 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 

K, Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning : 
I mean, that with my soul I love tliv daughter. 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Q. Eli, Well then, who dost thou mean shall be her king? 

K, Rich, Even he, that makes her queen : Who else 

Q. Eliz, What, thou ? [should be 7 

K, Rich, Even so : What think you of it, madam ? 

Q. Eliz, How canst thou woo her ? 

K, Rich, That I would learn of you, 
As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. Eliz, And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K, Rich, Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz, Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York"; then, haply, will she weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood, — 

[2] Type is exhibition, show, disiilur. JOHNSON. 

\p\ To demise is to grants from clcmuttre^ to 'levolvc a right. 6T££V£NS. 
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A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 

The purple sap from her sweet brothers' body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

if this inducement move her not to loye, 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad^st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich, You mock me, madam ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. ^ 

Q. Eliz, There is no other way ; 
Unless thou could'st put on some other shape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K, Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her ? 
Q,Eli. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but have the 
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.*^ 

K. Rich, Look, what is done cannot be now amended 
. Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 
Which afler-honrs give leisure to repent. 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 
To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the issue of your womb, 
To quicken your increase, I. will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A grandam's name is little less in love, 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 
They are as children, but one step below. 
Even ofyonr mettle, of your very blood ; 
Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.* 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss, you have, is but — a son being king» 
And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would. 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 
Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul, 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 
This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity :* 
The Idng, that calls your beauteous daughters-wife^ 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset — ^brother ; 
Again shall you be mother to a king, 

[4] Wiitc, IMTOC. iQWXS. [5] 0mI ii in dM put tenie frou bids. JOHIIB. 
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And all the ruins of distressful times 

Repair'd with doable riches of content. 

What ! we haye many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed, 

Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl ; 

Advantaging their loan, with interest 

Often-times-double gain of happiness. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart th' aspiring flame 

Of golden sov'reignty ; acquaint the princess 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys : 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 come, 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 

To whom 1 will retail my conquest won. 

And she shall "be sole victress, Caesar's Caesar. 

Q. Eliz. What were I best to say ? her father's brother 
Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncle ? 
Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee. 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by tliis alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still lasting war 

K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, entreats 

Q.Eli. That at her hands, which the king's King forbids. 

K, Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. ^ 

Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, 1 will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever, last ? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last ? 

£*. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens it. 

Q. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, 1, her sov'reign, am her subject low. 

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loaths such sov'reignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plainly told% 

K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style. 

K, Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 



90 KINO RICHARD III. ACT IV. 

Q. Eliz, O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead ; — . 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that is past. . 

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall 1, till heart-strings break. 

^.jRic/t.Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown— 

Q. Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour'd, and the third usurped," J 

K. Rich. I swear. 

Q. Eliz. By nothing ; for this is no oath. 
Thy George, profan'd, hatli lost his holy honour ; 
Thy garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly yirtue ; 
Thy crown, usurp'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory : 
If something thou would'st swear, to be believ'd. 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong'd. ^ 

K. Rich. Now by the world, — 

Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father's death, — 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour'd. 

K. Rich. Then, by myself, — 

Q. Eliz. Thyself is self-misus'd. 

K. Rich. Why then, by God,— 

Q. Eliz. God's wrong is most of all. 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him, 
The unity, the king thy brother made, 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him^ 
Th' imperial metal, circling now thy head, » 

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; < 

And both the princes had been breathing here. 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

JSC. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time o'erpaftt ; 
For I myself have many tears to wash ' 

Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee. ■ 

The children live, whose parents thou hast slaughterM. 
Ungovem'd youth, to wail it in their age : 
The parents live, whose children thou hast butcherM. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'erpast. 

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent ! 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
0/liOfitiIe arms I myself myself confound ! 
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aven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 

y, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
opposite all planets of good luck 
my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 

maculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

ender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

her consists my happiness, and thine ; 

:thout her, follows to myself, and thee, 

frself, the land, and many a christian soul, 

iath, desolation, ruin, and decay : 

cannot be avoided, but by this ; 

will not be avoided, but by this. 

lerefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,) 

; the attorney of my love to her. 

ead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

)t my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

?ge the necessity and state of times, 

id be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K, Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself, to be myself? 

K, Rich, Ay, if your selfs remembrance wrong yourself. 

Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them : 

here, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 

dves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. — ^Write to me very shortly, 

id you shall understand from me her mind. 

K* Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss, and so farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Q^ Eliz. 

elenting fool, and shallow, changing — ^woman !' 

ow now ? what news ? 

Enter Ratcliff ; C atksby followijig. 

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 

ideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 

hrong many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 

aarm'd, and unresolv'd to beat them back : 

^is thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 

nd there they hull, expecting but the aid 

f Buckingham, to wiJcome them ashore. 

SI Such was the re«l chancier of this queen dowager, who would have inarrlttl 
• draghter to k&nff Richard, and did all in her power to alienate the Sbrquto of 
ncriber sod, troui the EmH of Richmond. STKSV £^S. 
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K.Ric. Some light-foot friend post to the duke of Norfolk:, _ 
— Ratcliff, thyself,— or Catesby ; where is he ?** .^ " 

Ckite. Here, my good lord. ^ 

/IT. i?tcA. Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. 1 will, my lord, with all convenient haste. *-** 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salisbury ; 
When thou com'st thither, — Dull unmindful villain, 

[To Catesbt4= 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke ? 

Cat, First, mighty liege, tell me your highness' pleasure,- 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. - 

K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby ; — Bid him levy straight" 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Cate. I go. [Exit. ^ 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at Salisbury? - 

K. Rich. Why, what would'st thou do there, before I go? ; 

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before. 

K. Rich. My mind is chang'd. 

Efiter Stanley. 
— Stanley, what news with you ? 

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with the 
Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. [hearing ; ■ 

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad I 
What need'st thou run so many miles about. 
When thou may'st tell thy tale the nearest way ? ; 

Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas on him ! 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 






K. Rich. Well, as you guess ? 1 

Stan. StirrM up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the sword unaway'd ? 
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess.'d ? 
What heir of York is there alive, but we ? 
And who is England's king, but great York's heir ? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, 1 cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege, 
Vou cannot guess wherefore the '^(elshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 



fSJ Riclmrd's precipllatlun and cosfrnVra Sf, in tb\ft «c«sft N«rv ^ajKnoU? 
ifj^ iueoaaistent orders, aoU suUden vana'Aons oC opVmou. iQ^^^^ 
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Stan. No» mighty liege ; therefore mistnut me not. 

K. Rick. Where is thy power then, to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-cdnducting the rebek from their ships ? 
L&an. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 
tir. Sieh. Cold ^ends to me : What do they in the north, 
Wlien they should serve their sovereign in the west ? 

Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty king : 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 
[*ll muster up my friends ; and meet your grace, 
i¥here, and what time, your majesty shall please. 

K, Rich. Ay, ay, thou would'st be gone to join with 
[ will not trust you, sir. [Richmond : 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 
ITou have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful ; 
[ never was, nor never will be false. 
K.Rdch.WeU, go, muster men. But, hearyou, leave behind 
k'our son, George Stanley ; look your heart be tirm, 
3r else his head's assurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. [Eicif. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 
As I by friends am well advertised, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With miany more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger, 

2 Mes. In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in arms : 
And every hour more competitors^ 

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger, 

3 Mt$. My lord, the army of great Buckingham — 

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls '. nothing but songs of death? 

[He strikes him 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mes. The news I have to tell your majesty, 
Is, — that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersM and scattered ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

K, Rich. O, I cry you mercy : 
There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 

[7) Th»t it, aoiv opponeotM. JOHNSON. 
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Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd ■ 

Reward to him that brin^ the traitor in ? \ : 

3 Mes. Such proclamation hath been made, my liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mes. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorset, 



Tis said, my liesre, in Yorkshire are in arms. ^A 



But this good comfort bring I to your highness, — 



The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest : ^ 

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat * 

Unto the sliore, to ask those on the banks, 

If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 

Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham 

Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 

Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bretagne.' 

K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in arms; 
Tf not to fight with foreign enemies. 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 

Gate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the best news ; That the Earl of Richmond ' 

Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reason here, 
A royal battle might be won and lost : — 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ; — ^the rest march on with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

A room in Lord Stanley's house. Enter Stanley, and 

Sir Christopher Urswick. 
Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me : — 
That, in the sty of this most bloody boar. 
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold ; 

[8] Henry Tudor Earl of Richmond, the eldest son of Edmund of Radkam Earl of 
Richmond, (who was half-bmther to King- Henry VI.) lyy Margaret, the unfy daiq;fa- 
terof John the first duke of Somerset, who wa> grandson to John of Gaunt DoJieof 
Lancaster, was carried by his uncle Jasper Earl of Pembroke immediately after tbe 
battle of Tewksbury into Dritanv, where he was kent in a kind of honourable cnsto- 
dy by the Duke of Bretagne, and where he remaine<I till the year 1484, vrhm he 
made his escape and fled for protection to tbe French court. Bein^^ consldand at 
that time as nearest in blood to King Henry VI. all the Lancastrian party lookad ap 
to him even in the life-time of King Edward IV. who was extremely jealous of Una; 
and after Richard usuqocd the throne, they with more confidence supported Bleh- 
mond's claim. The claim of Henry Duke of Buckinffham was iu some n apeel M inft^ 
rior to that of Richmond ; for he was descended by his mother from Edmund the w- 
cond Duke of Somerset, the younger brother of Dlike John j by his father from Tho- 
mas Duke of Glofter, the younger brother of John of Gkumt : but whatever niorlly 
the Earl of Richmond might claim by his mother, he could not {dead any tide *^*mfft 
his father, who in fact had no Lancastrian blood whatioever ', nor was his malcraal 
title of the purest kind, for John the first Earl of Somerset was an illegitimate wa 
of John of Gaunt MALONE. 
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[ revolt, off goes young George's head ; 

le fear of that withholds my present aid. 

t, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

7hris, At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, in Wales. 

^an. What men of name resort to him ? 

Tfiris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier ; 

Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 

brd, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 

I Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 

1 many other of great fame and worth : 

I towards London do thev bend their course, 

}j the way they be not fought withal. 

'tan. Well, hie thee to thy lord ; commend me to him ; 

1 him, the queen hath heartily consented 

shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

ese letters will resolve him of my mind. 

ewell. [Gives papers to Sir Chris. Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

ENE I. — Saliibunj, An open place. Enter the Sheriff\ 
and guai'd, with Buckingham, led to execution. 

Buckingham, 

LL not king Richard let me speak with him ? 

'her. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 

luck, Hastings, and Edward's children. Rivers, Grey, 

ly king H^nry, and thy fair son Edward, 

ighan, and all that have miscarried 

underhand, corrupted, foul injustice ; 

bat your moody discontented souls 

through the clouds behold this present hour, 

»n for revenge mock my destruction ! — 

is is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not ? 

\her. It is, my lord. 

hick. Why, then All-Souls' day is my body's doomsday. 

ii is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 

iflh'd might fall on me, when I was found 

Be to his children, or his wife's allies * 

18 is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 

This scene should, in mv opinion, be added to theforegoinf Act. so the fourth 
vlll have a more Ml and striking conclusion, and the fifth Act will comprise the 
Mf of the important day, which put an end to the competition of York and taa 
r. JOHNSON. 
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By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ; 

This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul, 

la the determin'd respite of my wrongs. ' 

That high All-seer which I dadlied with. 

Hath tum'd my feigned prayer on my head, 

And given in earnest what I hegg'd in jest. « 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men f 

To turn their own points on their master's hosoms : 

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck, — 

When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with sorrow , 

Remember Margaret was a prophetess, — 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[Exe. Buck. 4'c. 

SCENE II. 

Plain near Tamworth, Enter, with drum and colours. 
Richmond, Oxford, Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter 
Herbert, and others, with forces, marching. , 

Rich. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny. 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our fatlier Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, i 

That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines. 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough 
In your embowell'd bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand swofds. 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fear ; 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage. Then, in God's name, march: 
True hope is swifl, and llies with swallows' wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. lExe, 
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SCENE ni. 

\Bosworth Field. Enter King Richard, and forces ; the 
Duke of Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 

X. Ric. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bosworth field. 
—My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

X. Ricji My lord of Norl'olk, 

Nor, Here, most gracious liege. 
I X. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha ! must we not ? 
' Nor. We must both ^ve and take, my loving lord. 

X. Rich. Up witli my tent : Here will I lie to-night ; 

[Soldiers begin to set up the king^s tent. 
Bat where, to-morrow "r — Well, all's one for that. — 
Who hath descried the nunii)€r of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 

K. Rich. Why, our battjJia trebles that account : 
Besides, the kin»'s name is a tower of strcnc^th, 
Which tliey upon the atlversi* faction wmit. 
Up with tlie tent. — Come, noble gentlemen. 
Let lis survey the vantage of the ground ; — 
Call for some men of sound direction : — 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay ; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. \EQceunt. 

Enter J on the other side of the field ^ Richmond, Sir Wil- 
liam Brandon, Oxford, and other lords. Some of the 
Soldiers pitch Richmond's tent. 

Rich. The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And) by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 
111 draw the form and model ot* our buttle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge. 
And part in just proportion our small power. 
I My loird of Oxford, — you, Sir William Bnuidon^ — 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment ; — 
Good captain Blunt, bccu: my good night to liim^ 
And by fhe second hour ui the morning 
Desire tbe eari to see me in my tent : — 
Tet one thing more. g(X)d captaui, do for me ; 
Where is ^uSl Stanley quarter 'd— do you know ? 
7 Vol. Vn. E 
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Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colonn much, 
(Which, well I am assur'd, I have not done,) 
His reffiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Rich, If without peril it he possible, 
Sweet Bluot, make some good means to speak with him, 
And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt. Upon my hfe, my lord, I'll undertake it ; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! 

Rich. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, gentlemen, 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business ; 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the tent. 

Enter J to his tent^ King Richard, Norfolk, Ratcliff, cmi 

Catesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 

Cote. It's supper time, my lord ; 
It's nine o'clock. 

K* Rich. I will not sup to-night. — < 

Give me some ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver easier than it was ? — 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readiness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

JSTor, I go, my lord. i 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 
To Stanley's ret^iment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-risin$u, lest his son George fall : 

Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 
Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch :* [To Cat. 
— Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heayy/ 

Ratchflf, j 

— — ■ — - - "* , 

[3] A watdi hi many gigniflcrtloDS, bnt I should bdicfc tfamt it iwni la tMt 
nol a lentiiidi, ^Hiich ^-oold be regukriy placed at die Uiifi;^ teirtt nor an ' 
to measure tune, which was not wed in thatag«,|biit a watdnllgU, a can 

Irr liim } the lifikt that afterwards burnt blue. J0HN80N. 1 beBe^liHiC i 

hind of candle is here meant, which was andentty called a wMfoft, oeamH, bili| 
BmHud out Into sections, each of which ww a Cfrtaln portion of Hme la Iwii i i i Hi ft 
^i qyMa rf the place of the more modieralni>r«i«wtitiy ^vhicb w« measara Iha faH» 
-^mVESSTlAl Stnu an tbe woiA at«M\HHM. IQWMAIK. 
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Rat My lord? 

K. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord Northnmber- 

land? 
Rett. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Jtfuch about cock-shut time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K, Rich, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine : 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that 1 was wont to have. — 
So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 
Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 
[ About the mid of night, come to my tent 
[And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 
) [JEtn^ Richard retires into his tent. Exe, Ratc. and Gate. 

tRiCHifOND*s tent opens^ and discovers him and his officers. 
Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 
k Rich. All comfort that the dark night can afford, 
iBe to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
fTell me, how fares our loving mother ? 

Stan. I, by attorney,^ bless thee from thy mother, 
I Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
LSo much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 
?And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
'An brief, for so the season bids us be, 
Vrepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
■And put thy fortune to th' arbitrement 
^Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war. 
1 1, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 
*With best advantage will deceive the time,^ 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
ut on thy side I may not be too forward, 
!8t, being seen, thy brother tender George 
ezecated in his father's sight. 
Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
iCiits off the ceremonious vows of love, 
[And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

;li so long-sunder'd friendir should dwell upon \ 
giTe OS leisure for these rites of love ! 
fliiore» adieu : — Be valiant, and speed well ! 



BUftairtitkM. JOHNSON 
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Rich. Good lordfl, conduct him to his regiment : 
I'll striye, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow,' 
When I should mount with wings of victory : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt lords, ^c. tviA Stanie^ 
O Thou ! whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath,' 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
Th' usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! [Sleejo 

T^c Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henrt the Sixth, n# 

between the two tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To K. Rio 
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of yoatfa 
At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die ! — 
Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf : 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth, ritet. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes : [To K. Rid 
Think on the Tower, and me ; Despair, and die ; 
Harry the sixth bidst thee despair and die. — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! \To Rich 

Harry, that prophesied thou should'st be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and flourish ! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises, 
' Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow! 
1, th|it was washed to death with fulsome wine, [To K. Rrc 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, i 

And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and di^ I — 
Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [To HMbh- 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee j >'^ ' ' 
Good angels guard thy battle ! Liv^ andi ffovqnsh ! 

£1 Ij^'fei' ®*.*® weigh doiiini, trom p$t»,TT. _ ^^JimJ^'JOtt^ 
^^ Tbe alhoflon is to the ancient mace. UKXLQ[: > ' 
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77^6 Ghotts of RiYERS, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 
Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, [To K, R, 
iyers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and die ! 
Gre^, Tiiiiik upon Qrey, and let thy soul despair ! 

[To K, Rich. 

Vaugk. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty fear, 

et fidl thy lance ! Despair, and die ! — [To K. Rich. 

AIL Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's 

hosom [7b Richm. 

'^ill conquer him ; — awake, and win the day ! 

The Ghost o/* Hastings rises. 
Gkost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; [To K, Rich. 
ad in a hloody battle end thy days ! 
hink on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die ! — 
aiet, untroubled soul, awake, awake ! [To Richm. 

rm» fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake ! 
Uie Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 
Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in the Tower: 
et us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
nd weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
hy nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die. — 
ieep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ; 
ood angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
ive, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
dward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 
The Ghost of Queen Anne rises. 
Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 
hat never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
ow fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
o-morrow in the battle think on me, 
nd fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die ! — 
hou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; [To Richm. 
ream of success and happy victory ; 
hy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 
Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to the crown ; 

[To K. Rich. 
he last was I that felt th^ tyranny : 
, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
nd die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 
*reHI^OD, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
aiDUtt, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! — 
died (oT hope, ere I could lend thee aid : [To Richm. 
at cheer thy heart, and he thou not dismay'd 
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God, and good angels fight on Richmond's side , i 

And Richard ialls in height of all his pride. \ 

[The Ghosts vanish, K. Richabd starts out of his drmm» {• 

K. Rich. Give me another horse,' — mnd up inj ! 

wounds, — 

Have mercy, Jesu I — Soft ; I did but dream. — 

coward conscience, how dost thou afilict me !— 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What do I fear ? myself ? there's none else by : ' 

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. I 

Is there a murderer here ? No ; — Yes ; I am : 
Then fly, — ^What, from myself? Great reason : Why ? - 
Lest I revenge. What? Myself on myself? 

1 love myself. Wherefore ? for any good, - 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no : alas, I rather hate myself, : 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 
I am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : — Fool, do not flatter. ^ 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues. 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the highest degree, j 

Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree ; " 

All several sins, all us'd in each degree. 
Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! ij 

I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me ; I 

And, if I die, no soul will pity me : — t 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself ' 

Find in myself no pity to myself. r 

Methought, the souls of all that I had murder'd" f 

Came to my tent : and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. / 

Enter Ratcliff. \ 

Rat. My lord, ? 

[1] There is in this, m» In many of our author's speeches of paaskn, mmttMat 
very trifline, and something Tciy strildng. Rldiard*s debate, whether km shoaW 
quarrel wi& liims^ is too lomr oontinura, b«t the sulxMipent ezafgenti0rof Us 
crimes is uruhr tragleal. JOHNSON. 

[21 These lines stand wtth so little propriety at the —d of this speac h , that I m»- 
not out suspect them mispkced. Where dien shaU tlMgr be inserted t Pieifeipi after 
these woffdsr-" Flool, do not flatter." JOHNSON. Either the two nSliPtBi^ «' 
immediate Unes are not Shakespeare^ or are so unwnrtty of hin, diat k ^ipt lajie 
wished they could with propriiiety be degraded to die margin. I wtmdtar 4ii 
Johnson, wlio tbongfat the subsequent lines mispiaeed, did not 
conaaetlon with the preceding part of the speech, ennng al-H 
interrupted solely by this apparent loterpoUtioa, which is ia the 
cliiiaish and unnatoniL lllTSON. 
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K. Rich. Who's there ? 

Rai, Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The eariy Tillage cock 
Eiath twice done salutation to the morn ; 
SToor friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich, O, Ratclifif, I have dream'd a fearful dream ! — 
i^hat thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 

Rat. No doubt, my^lord. 

K. Rich. Ratclifif, I fear, I fear, — 

RcU. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance often thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond, 
[t is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tents 1*11 play the eaves-dropper, 
To hear, if any mean to shrink from me. 

[Exe. King Rich, and Ratc. 

Richmond wakc$. Enter Oxford and others. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Richm. 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy slugg ird here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord 1 

Ridim. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding dreams, 
That- ^er enter'd in a drowsy head, 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Rethought, their souls, whose bodies Richard murder'd, 
Came to my tent, and cry'd — On ! victory ! 
[ promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrace of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Tjords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give direction. 

[He advances to the Troops 
— More than I have said, loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this, — 
G^od, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 
The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against. 
Had rather have us win, than him Uiey follow. 
FCT what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
k bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
^ne rais'd in blood, and one in blood establish' d ^ 
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One that made means to come by what be Ittili^ ^ 

And slaughter'd those that were the meant to hd|r hini ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 

Of England's cHur, where he is falsely set ; * 

One that hath ever been God's enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

Tou sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 

If you do fight against your country's foes, 

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives. 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your childrens' children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 

Advance your standards, draw your willing swords : 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face ; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 

God, and saint George ! Richmond, and victory ! [Exe, 

tie-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants andFhipees. 

K. Rich, What said Northumberland, as touching 
Richmond ? 

Rat, That he was never^trained up in arms. 

K, Rich. He said the truth : And what said Surrey then ? 

Rat, He smil'd and said, the better for our purpose. 

K. Rich. He was i'th' right ; and so, indeed, it is. 

[Oiock strikes. 
Tell the clock there. — Give me a kalendar. — 
Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat. Not 1, my lord. 

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the book, 
He should have brav'd the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 
Ratclifi*, . / "^'^ 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; • 

[S] To make means was, in Shakespeare's time, often used in an onflrvotmlile 
sense, and 8ignified--to come at any thing by indirect practices. STEEVBKB.^ 

[4] Nothiug^ has lieen, or is stili more common, tlian to put a bri|^ ooloared foU 
under a low-prized stone. The same allusion is common to iMmy wrUen. STK. 
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The skjrdoth firown and lour upon our army. 
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heayen, 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

JSTor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field. 

K. Kick, Come, hustle, bustle ; — Caparison my horse ;-^ 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power : — 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 
And thus my battle shall be ordered. 
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we ourself will follow 
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot !* — What think'st thou, 
Norfolk ? 

fior, A good direction, warlike sovereign. — 
This found I on my tent this morning. [Gimng a Scroll, 

K. Rich. Jochy of Norfolk^ be not too boldy [Reads. 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold, 

A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ;* 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe ; 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 
What shall I say more than I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 
A sort of vagabonds,^ rascals, and run-aways, 
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 

[5] That is, this is the order of our battlet wliicii promises success} and over 
above thiSf is the protection of cmr patron saint. JOHNSON. 

[6] I suspect these six lines to l)e an interpolation } but if Shakenieare w 
golUy of them in his first draug^ht, he probably intended to leave them out 
substituted the much ammw proper harangue that follows. TYRWHITC. 

[7] A tortf that is, • compai^, a collection. JOHNSOK. 

^VoL. Vll. E 2 
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To desperate yentures and assur'd destruction. 

Ton sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You haying lands, and bless'd with beauteous wiyes, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost ? 

A milk-sop, one that neyer in his life 

Felt so much cold as oyer shoes in snow ? 

Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again ; 

Lash hence these oyer- weening rags of France, 

These famish'd beggars, weary of their liyes ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themselyes : 

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us. 

And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 

Haye in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 

And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wiyes ? 

Rayish our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[Drum ajar fjff, 
^^U gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken stayes !' — 

Ijnter a Messenger, 
What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ? 

Mess, My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K, Rich. Off instantly with his son George's head. 

^or. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my bosom: 
Adyance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, ^r saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them ! Victory sits on our heln^. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Another part of the field. Alarum :- Excursions. EnUr 
Imorfolk, and Forces ; to him Catesbt. 
Cate, Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Dttrfai^ an opposite to eyery danger ; 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 

(8]TlMtlf,M^thesUetwitiitlMiliifwgefjMrlaacet. JOBNSON. 
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Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum, Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich, A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

Cate, Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horse. 

K. Rich, Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 
I think, there be six Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him : ^ — 
A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! [Exeunt, 

Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond ; and exeunt, 
fighting. Retreat^ and Flourish, Then enter Richmond, 
Stanley, hearing the Crown^ with divers other Lords, 
and Forces, 

Richm, God, and your arms, be prais'd, victorious 
friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan, Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit thee '. 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it. and make much of it. 

Richm, Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all ! — 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richm, What men of name are slain on either side ? 

Stan, John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert'' Brakenbury, and sir Wilham Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled, 
That in submission will return to us ; 
And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament. 
We will unite the white rose with the red : — 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity I — 

[9] Shakespeare had good ground for this poetical exaggeration *, Richard, ac* 
omung to Polydore Virgil, was determined, itpossible, to engage with Richmond 
in single combat For tnis purpose he rode niriouslVto that quarter of the field 
where the Earl was ', attacked his standard-bearer, sir William Brandon, and MiHt4- ' 
him 'f then assaulted sir John Cheny, whom he overtlirew : havine thus at lpp|^ 
deaned his way to Iris antagonist, he engaged in single combat with him aav90- 
faably would hare been victorious, but that at that instant sir William Stanley wlA 
three tiiousand men joined Richmond's army, and the royal forces fled withjgreat 
predpitation. Richard was soon nflerwards overpowered by numbers,, ana fUU^ 
sffatuig bniTely to the last momeut. MAL02<£. 
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What traitor hears me, aod says DOt, — anten ? 
England hath long beea mad, and gcair'd herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood. 
The ftther rashly slaughter'd his own aon. 
The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire ; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided, in their dire diTisioo. — 
' 0, now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house. 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their fisira, (God, if thy will be so,) 
Eu'ich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace, 
"With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days 1 
Abate the «dge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 
Let them not live to taste this land's increase, 
That would with treason wound this fair land's peace 1 
Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God aay — Amen 1 

ItliiJih«Tiiil)j<rinnniNoia, oHbrUr. ThcalMld, and ci» b; Vr. WMbanan, 

. AOTm. SCENE I. F*ec «. 



Bj fStf. tbe vUhor -means not «qiiaUiy> biit« person- There wai hard^ u old 
ItUy, tUL the period of ihe aeformauon, which had not in Ii a DcvU, and a diolL 
chancier, hJhIs-^ ^hu waa La play upon tba devil.) aad IbU buitbaD WBitt tar tbe 

pah- at au^ Bara, and a wooden damper, wkb which O^e another Harieqaln) he 
wai ID make (port in belabourLof the oei iL Hdi wea ihe corutant entenainvnot In 
the limn of popRT, wUIR OWtt, and wiKherail. and eiorcMng hold lliair awB. 
WlKotbe HcfurmallDn look jilice, the BlaeeibnaholTHiineEr»i>>>«i andloenaeed 

and leduu poor morlalB iota ihat penooBI^ riciona qinili^, which fan occadooallf 
supported -, la. iokiiii^ In generaliliypacrii]', lunir, Taniw, prndigaiity, ^ottaoy, fee 
Now, ai ibe flend (or -oia..) who penonarnd Jntqa\tj, (or Hjpocrin', tiir InslaiKa) 
could Dcvei hope loptoThiiennic lo lie pnrpoee bulhyhitllni his cloven tbot, and 
aniuninga Hmbhuice nuilediflcti-ni fmm hia real cfianicler ; lie musl cartalnly pot 
Id hli words, and pnttad a 



Muiunf direcdjoppDtitaloUsnnbipie i 
plain Ihe lUnge in qsestloD, llUallle 

ud lltu, in Ihelr mtniJ npntemallDni, it wai coinmon lo brinir is Iba ^adl* iliii, 
llMlnH. OftheKwelivrefelKveralninalDi. But Itau Ihe >« wed uifiuiS 
fta BenouniidbaKiiiu li afaucyof Hr.TbesbaldV The truth ii, iha wci wai 
■!■■;■ abiil orJtiuriBBd, (b> Ite woman ia Tli Mtrrl-aa a/ ft,^ eUb Uic 
dvin, (UiHlhig: ID thin cbanderj a mmy devil. Wheieai iheie uioral rini wer w 
nnjiiul lerloiu onet. Bin whai mbledour adllor wu Ihe name laimuty, riven 
WIUi nil.- Bin II wai only on amniDl of Ui (ubarqr Iricki ud rogueriai. 
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As tUsrMMUng hath occasioned oumying iiiiinf tliliit; iif thn liMlnrttJii nf HiliI 
cal nfmentetkmt amoogit as before the time of Shahes^Mure, ttupj not be tafp»* 
per,fora better apprehernkm of this matter, to gire the reader some general acooot 
•f the rise and progress of the modern stage. 

The first form in which the drama appeared in the west of Europe, after the 
destruction of learned Greece and Rome, and that a calm of dolness had finished 
aponletterswhattherageof barbarism had begun, was that of the Mysteries. These 
were the fashiona b le and favourite diversions of all ranks of peofrie boUi in France^ 
Spain, and England. In which last place, as we learn by Stowe, they wcf* in ose 
about the time of Bichard the second and Henry the fourth. As to Ituy, by what I 
can find, the first mdbnents of their stage, with regard to the matter, were profime 4 

suljjects, and, wlA regard to the form, a cormption of the ancient mimes and 
atteHanes : by wUdh means they got sooner into the right road than their neighboun^ 
having had rmilar plays amongst tiiem wrote as earfy as the 15th century. 

As to these fiysteries, they were as their names speaks them a representation of 
some scripture-story, to the life : as ma^ be seen from the following passage in an 
old French history, intitled, La Chronique de Metz composee par le cure de St. 
Euchaire ; which will give the reader no bad idea of the surprising absurdity of 
these strange representations : " L'an 1437 le 3 Juilet (says the honest Chronicler) 
fttt fiut le Jeu de la passion de N. 8. en la plaine de VezimieL Et Alt IMea on sire 
appel^ Seigneur Nicole Dom Neufchastel lequel ^toit Cur^ de St Victor de Meti, 
leqnel fat presque mort en la Croix, sMl ne fut H6 secouru ; k convient qu*on autre 
Fr^txe fut mis en la Croix pour parfalre le Personnage du Orucifiment pour ce 
ioor ) k le lendermain le dit Cure de St. Victor parsit la lUsurrection, et fit trds 

bautement son personage ; k dura le dit Jeu Et autre Pr6tre qui s' ^tpelloit Bfre 

Jean de Nicey, aui estoit Chapelain de Metrange, fut Judas: lequel fi;rtpresqne mort 
en pendant car le tuer 11 faillit, et fut bien hativement d^pendu k porti en Voye. 
Et etoit la boache d'Enfer trds bien faite ; car elle ouvroit k clooit, quand les Diables 
V vouloient entrer et tsser*, k avoit deux gross Culs d* Acier,** kc Alluding to this 
kind of representations archbishop Harsnet, in his Declaration of Pojush Impostures, 
p. 71, says ** The little children were never so afraid of Hell-mouth in the old plavs, 
painted with great gang teeth, staring eyes, and foul bottle nose.*' Oarew m his 
survey of Cornwall gives a fuller description of them in these words, ** The Cuary 
Miracle, iu English a Miracle Play, is a kind of interlude compiled in Cornish out of 
some scaipture nistory. t or represeDlin? it, they raise an earthen amphitheatre, in 
some open field, having the diameter ofan inclosed playne, some forty or fifty foot. 
The country people float from all sides many miles ofl, to hear and see it For they 
have therein devils and devices, to delight as well the eye as the ear. The players 
conne not their parts without book, but 01*6 prompted by one called the ordinary, 
who followeth at their back with the book in his hand." kc kc. There was always 
a droll or bufibon in these Mysteries, to make the people rayrth with his sofi^rings or 
abaurdides : and they could think of no better personage than the devil himself. 
Even in the B^stery of the Passion mentioned above, it was contrived to make him 
ridicaluas. which circumstance is hinted at by Shakespeare (who had frequent 
allusions to these things) in Tke Taming of the Shrtw, where one of the players asks 
for ** a little vinegar (as a property) to make the devil roar." For after the sponge 
with gall and vineear had been employed in the representation, they used to clap 
it to the nose of the devil ; which making him roar, as if it had been holy-water, 
aflbrded infinite diversion to the people. 60 that vinegar in the old fkroes, was always 
afterwards in use to torment their devil. We bave divers old Enelish iHt)verbs, iu 
which the devil is represented as acting or suffering ridiculously and absurdly, which 
all arose from the part he bore in these Mysieries, as in that for instance of Greet 
cru and little wool as the devil said when he sh:^ared his hogs. For the sheep-shearing 
of Nabal being represented in the mystery of David and Abigail, and the devil always 
attending Nairn, was made to imitate it by shearing a hog. This kind of absurdity, 
as it is the properest to create laughter, was the subject of the ridiculous in the an- 
cient mimes, as we learn from these words of St Austin : Ne faciamus ut mtmt 
soUnty et optemus a libera aquaniy a lymphis vinum. 

These Mysteries, we see, were given in France at first, as well as in Ent^land, sub 
dioy and only in the provinces. Afterwards we find them eot into Paris, and a 
company established In the Hotel de Bourgogne to represent them. But good letters 
and religion beginning to make their way iu the latter end of the reign of Francis 
the first, the stupidity and prophaneness of the mysteries made the courtiers and 
clergy join their interest for their suppression. Accordingly, in the year 1541, the 
proctirer-general, in the name of the kmg, presented a request against the company 
to the parliament The three principal branches of his char?e against them were, 
that the representatina of the Old Testament stories inclined tbe people to Judaism ; 
' that the New Testament stories encouraged libertinism and infidelity ; and that both 
of them lessened the charities to the poor : it seems tliat this prosecution succeedod : 
for, in 1548, the parliament of Paris confirmed the company in the possession of the 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



King Heitrt VIU.] We are unacquainted with any 
dramatick piece on the subject of Henry* VIII. that pre- 
ceded this of Shakespeare ; and yet on the books (^ the 
Stationers' Company appears the following entry : *' Na- 
thaniel Butter] (who was one of our author's printers) 
Feb. 12, 1604. That he get good allowance for the en- 
terlude of King Henry Fill, before he begin to print it ; 
and with the wardens hand to yt, he is to have the same 
for his copy." Dr. Farmer observes, from Stowe, that 
Robert Greene had written somewhat on the same story, 

Steevens. 

This historical drama comprizes a period of twelve 
years, commencing in the twelfth year of King Heaif^s 
reign, (1521,) and ending with the christening of Wm^r 
beth in 1533. Shakespeare has deviated from histoij^'in 
placing the death of Queen Katharine before the birth of 
Elizabeth, for in fact Katharine did not die till 1536. 

King Henry Fill. wa«i written, I believe, in 1601. See 
An Attempt to ascertain the Order of Shakespeare^s PlafiL% 
Vol. II. ^ ^ 

Dr. Farmer observes, from Stowe, that " Robert 

Greene had written something on this story ;" but this, 

l^pprehend, was not a play, but some historical account 

of Henry's reign, written not by Robert Greene, the 

. Iianatick poet, but by some other person. In the list of 

^lil^ors out of whom Stowe 's Annals were compiled," 

fii|fii:'edto the last edition printed in his life time, quarto, 

1605j Robert Greene is enuqierated with Robert de Brun, 

Robert Fabian, &c. and he is oflen quoted as an authority 

Av facis in the margin oCthe history of that reign. 

^ M ALONE. 






PROLOGUE. 

\ , 

1 com no more to make yoa laugh ; things now 
That bear a weighty and a serioos brow, 
Sad, high, and working, tull of itate and woe. 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 
We now present. Those, that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

I The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 
Their money oat of hope they may believe, 
Haj here find truth too. Those, that come to m 

■ Only a show or two, and so agree. 
The play may pasa ; if they be still, and willing, 
ru nndertake, may see away their shilLng 
Richly in two short hours. Only they. 
That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 
A Doise of targets ; or to see a fellow 

I In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow,' 
Will he deceiv'd t for, gentle hearers, know. 
To rank oar chosen truth with such a show 
As fool and %ht is,* beside forfeiting 
Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 

I (To Bute that only true we now intend,) 

I Win leave us never an understanding friem). 

. Xberefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are kaoWB 

I Tbe first and happiest hearera of the town. 
Be tad, as we would make ye : Think, ye see 

' The very persons of our noble story, 

IAb tbey were living ; think, yoo see them great, 
And follow'd with Uie general throng, and sweat, 
Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 
I And, if you can be merry then, I'll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. -; 




..„..»-^. 11 ih"-^ En Ihil play UIBi 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Henry the Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolsey. Cardinal Campeius. 

Capucius, ambassador from the emperor Charhi V» 

Cranmer, archbishop of Canterbury. 

Duke of Norfolk. Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Suffolk. Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. Lord Chancellor. 

Gardiner, bishop of Winchester. 

Biihop o/* Lincoln. Lord Abergavenny. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Guildford. Sir Thobias Loyell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries to Wolsey. 

Cromwell, servant to Wolsey. 

Griffith, gentleman-usher to queen Katharine. 

Three other Crentlemen. 

Doctor Butts, physician to the king. 

Oarter king at arms. 

Surveyor to the duke of Buckingham, 

Brandon, and a Serjeant cU Arms. 

Door-keeper of the council-chamber. Porter^ and his 

man. 
Page to Gardiner. A Crier. 

Queen Katharine, wife to king Henry ^ afterwards 

divorced. 
Anne Bullen, her maid of honour ^ afterwards qu/ten. 
An old Le^dy^ friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, woman to queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ifidies in the dumb shows ; women at- 
Uttding vpon the queen ; Spirits^ which appear to her ; 
SeribeSf (jficers^ Guard$^ cmd other Attendants. 

SCSBSNEy tki^ in London and Westminster; once, at 
: * Kifnbolton. 
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KING HENRY Vm 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — London. An AntC'Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter the Duke of Norfolk, at one door ; at ^ other, 
the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord ABEROAYBirRr. 

Buckingham. 

vtOOD morrow, and well met. How have you done. 
Since last we saw in France ? 

J^or. 1 thank your grace : 
Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer ' 
Of what 1 saw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 
Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those sons of glory, those two lights of men. 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

ATor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde ? • 
I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
AVhich had they, what four thron'd ones could hare 

weigh 'd 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 
I was my chamber's prisoner. 

JVor. Then you lost 
The view of earthly glory : Men might say, 
Till this time, pomp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day '""^ 

Became the next day's master, till the last 
Made former wonders its ;' To-day, the French, 
All clinquant,^ all in gold, like heathen gods, 

[1] An admirer iintired *, an admirer still feeling' the impression as If it were 
liourly renewed. JOHNSON. 

[2] Guynes then belonged to the English, and Arde to the French ; they are 
towns in Picardv, and the vallev of An&en lay between them. Arde is Ardre^ but 
Ilall and Ilolinshed write it as Shakespeare does. REED. 

[31 Dies diem docet. Every day learned something from the (vecedfaog, till the 
concluding day collected all the splendor of all the former shows. JOHhBON. 

[4] All guttering, all shining. Clarendon uses this word in his descrifMOon of tll^ 
Sinmish Juego de Toros. JOHNSON. 
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ShoDe down the English ; and, to-morrow, they 

Made Britain, India : every man, that stood, 

Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 

As cherubins, all gilt : the madams too, 

Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear 

The pride upon them, that their very labour 

Was to them as a painting : now this mask 

Was cry'd incomparable ; and th' ensuing night 

Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst. 

As presence did present them ; him in eye. 

Still him in praise ; and, being present both, 

'Twas said, they saw but one ; and no discerner 

Durst wag his tongue in censure.* When these suns 

(For so they phrase them,) by their heralds challeng'd 

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 

Beyond thought's compass ; that former fabulous story, 

Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 

That Bevis was believ'd.*' 

Buck, O, you go far. 

JSfor. As I belong to worship, and afiect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourser lose some life. 
Which action's self was tongue to.^ All was royal j 
To the disposing of it nought rebell'd ; 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck, Who did guide, 
I mean, who ect the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess ? 

J^or, One, certes, that promises no element' 
la such a business. 

Buck, I pray you who, my lord ? 

JSTor, All this was order'd by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardiuid of York. 

Buck, The devil speed him ! no man's pie is freed^ 

: [51 C«iMure, for determioationf of which had the noblest appearance. WARB. 
' n] The old romantic legend of Bevis of Southampton. This Bevis, (or Beavois,} 
a oaxon, was for his prowess created by William the Conqueror Earl of Southamp- 
ton : of whom Camden speaks in his Britannia. THEOBALD. 

[71 Tlie course of these triumphs and pleasures, however well related, must lose 
in the description part of that spirit and energy which were expressed in the real 
action. JOHNSON. 

(B] No initiation, no previouft practices. Elements are the first principles of things 
or rudiments of knowledge. The word is here applied, not without a catachrtsiij to 
• peraon. JOHNSON. 

19) To have a finger in the pie, is a proverbial Tfimse. REED. 
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From bis ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder» 
That such a keech* can with his yery bulk 
Take up the rays o' th' benefimi sun, 
And keep it firom the earth. 

JVbr. Surely, sir, 
There's in him stuff that pats him to these ends : 
For, being not propt by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way,) nor calPd upon 
For high feats done to th' crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-Uke, 
Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Mer. I cannot tell 
What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of bim : Whence has he that ? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ; 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil. 
Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o' th' king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file* 
■Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter, 
The honourable board of council out,* 
Must fetch him in he papers.* 

Abisr, I do know 
Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken'd their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck, O, many 
Have broke their backs with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity,^ 
But minister communication of 
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A keech is a solid lump or mass. A cake of wax or tallow formed in a mouldi 



is ctuledyet in some places, a keech. JOHNSON. 

Tliat is, the list. [41 Council not then sitting. JOHNSON. 

[5] He papers^ a verb j his own letter, by his own single authority, and wttfaiMttte 
concurrence of the council, must fetch him in, whom he papers doMm.— I dont ■B- 
derstand it, unless this be the meaning. POPE. 

[6] What eflTect had tbb pompous show, but the prodaction of a wretdMd 
Bion. J0IIN80N. 
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A most poor issue ? 

JVbr. Grieviogly I think. 
The peace between the French and na not Talnea 
The cost that did conchide it * 

Buck. Every man, 
After the hideous storm that foUow'd, was 
A thing inspir'd ; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, — ^That this tempest. 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on't 

J^Tor. Which is buddod out ; 
For France hath flanr*d the league, and hath attached 
Our merchant's goods at Bordeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 
Th' ambassador is silenc'd V 

Nor. Marry, is't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace ;* and purchas'd 
At a superfluous rate 1 

Buck. Why, all this business 
Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor, 'Like it your grace, 
The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 

{And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
lonour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together : to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minister in his power : You know his nature, 
That he's revengeful ; and I know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it's long, and, it may be said, 
It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel. 
You'll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that rock, 
That I advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolsev, {the purse, home before him^ cer- 
tain of the Guard J and two Secretaries with papers. The 
Cardinal in his passa^ge fixeth his eye on Buckinghaji, 
and Buckingham on him, both full of disdain. 
Wol. The duke of Buckingham's surveyor ? ha ? 
Where's his examination ? 
1 Seer. Here, so plea se you. 

p] The Freneb ambuoklor retidin? in Enriand, who, btinff 
mh be Mid to be riUnc^d. JOHNSON. 

fij -A ^iiemuae of mp$aeA Iro^caUy. JOHKSOK. 
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WoL Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

fVol, Well, we shall then know more ; and Buckingham 
Shall lessen tiiis big look. [Exe, Wolset, and train. 

Buck. This hutcher's cur ' is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Outworth's a noble's blood. 

Abr. What, are you chaf' d ? 
Ask God for temperance ; that's the appliance only,' 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in his looks 
Matter against me ; and his eye revil'd 
Me as his abject object : at this instant 
He bores me with some trick :^ He's gone to the king ; 
I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

J^or. Stay, my lord. 
And let your reason with your choler question 
What 'tis you go about : To climb steep hills, 
Requires slow pace at first : Anger is like 
A fall-hot horse ; who, being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I'll to the king ; 
And from a mouth of honour* quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim, 
There's diflference in no persons. 

JVor. Be advis'd ; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: We may outrun, 
By violent swiftness, that which we run at, 
And lose by over-running. Know you not. 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er. 
In seeming to augment it, wastes it ? Be advis'd : 
I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself; 
If with the sap of reason you would quench, 
Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 
I sm thankful to you ; and I'll go along 



^mt» 



Wolsev is said to bvn bem tlie son of a btttcher. JOHNSON. 

He staibs or wounds ine by some artifice or ficdoa. JOHNSON. 

I wU cmsli tills base4K>m fellow, I7 tiM doe intetooe of iq3rn«k,«r agr Ofil 
df4lillMlion of jMiWDs is at an cod. JOHNSON. 
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By your prescription : — but this top-proud fellow, 
(Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,)' by intelligence. 
And proofs as clear as founts in J61y, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

JVor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king Til say't ; and make my Touch as 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, [strong 

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous,* 
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief, 
As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, su^ests the king our master* 
To this last costly treaty, the interview. 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i' th' rinsing. 

JVor, 'Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Prjiy, give me favour, sir. This cunning cardinal 
The articles o' th' combination drew. 
As himself pleas'd ; and they were ratify 'd. 
As he cry'd, Thus let it be : to as much end. 
As give a crutch to th' dead : But our count-cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolsey 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 

?Vhich, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
o the old dam, treason,) — Charles the emperor. 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 
(For 'twas, indeed, his colour ; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 
His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity. 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him : He privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow, — 
Which I do well ; for, 1 am sure, the emperor 
Paid ere he promis'd ; whereby his suit was granted. 
Ere it was ask'd ; — But when the way was made. 
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd ; — 
That he would please to alter the king's course, 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know, 

[8] Honest indignation, wanntii of inteeriiy. Perhaps name not, should be blunt 
act JOHNSON. [41 Equal for equtUly. Shaliespeare frequently uses tuHeotiTCff 
adrerbhUy, JILilONK. "^I^ Sug;g««t«, for excites. WAABURTON. 
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SAs soon he Aiall bjr me,) that thus the cardinal 
)oes buy and sell his honour as he pleases, 
And for hifl own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 
To hear this of hmi ; and could wish, you were 
Something mistaken in't. 
; Buck. No, not a syllable ; 
' I do pronounce him in that very shape, 
He shall appear in proof. 

(Enttr Brandon ; a Sergeant at Arms before him. and two 
or three of the Guard. 
Bran. Your office, sergeant ; execute it. 
Serg. Sir, 
My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northtoipton, 1 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
I Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, 
' The net has fall'n upon me ; I shall perish 
1 Under device and practice. 
Bran. 1 am sorry 
To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The business present :^ 'Tis his highness' pleasure, 
Vou shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing, 
To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on mc, 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of heaven 
Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. — 
1 my lord Aberga'uy, fare you well. 
• Bran. Nay, he must bear you company : — The king 
, Is pleas'd you shall to th' Tower, till you know [To Aber . 
I How he determines further. 

Aber. As the duke said, 
I The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure 
» By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor, John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. So, so ; 
These are the limbs of the plot : No more. I hope. 

[61 I UD forry that T am obliged u> be present and an eye>witness of your lo« of 
liberty. JOIINSON. 

Vol. VII. F 
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aiJi. Thank your majesty. 
>u would love yourself; and, in that love, 
:onsider'd leave your honour, nor 
piity of your office, is the point 
petition. 

en. Lady mine, proceed. 
ath, I am solicited, not by a few, 
)se of true condition, that your subjects 
great grievance : there have been conmiissions 
wn among them, which have flawM the heart 
hei* loyalties : — wherein, although, 
d lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
tteriy, on you, as putter-on 
e exactions, yet the king our master, f capes not 
; honour heaven shield from soil !) even he cs- 
je unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
les of loyalty, and almost appears 
rebellion. 

Not almost appears, 
appear : for, upon these taxations , 
)thiers all, not able to maintain 
my to them longing,* have put off 
insters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
r other life, compell'd by -hunger 
k of other means, in desperate manner 
th' event to th' teeth, are all in uproar, 
iger serves among them.' 
en. Taxation! 

n ? and what taxation ? — My lord cardinal, 
at are blam'd for it alike with us, 
ou of this taxation ? 
Pipase you, sir, 
but of a single part, in aught 
i to the state ; and front but in that file 
others tell steps with me. 
itk. No, my lord, 

3W no more than others : but you frame 
that are known alike ; which are not wholesome 
le who would not know them, and yet must 

nmny b the tunny, the train, the people. Dryden is, perhaps, the last tbtt 
Bid:— «< The kings before their many rode." JOHNSON. 
1 one easily believe that a writer, who had, but Immediately before, sunk 
ipressloD, should here rise again to a height so truly sublime f where, by 
B&etcb of fancy, Danger is personified as serving In the rebel army, and 
I established gorernmcnt. WARBUETON. 
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Perforce be their acquaintance.' These exactionB, 
Whereof my soyereign would hare note, they are 
Most pestilent to th' hearing ; and, to bear them, 
The back is sacrifice to th' load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you ; or else you su£fer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K. Hen. Still exaction ! 
The nature of it ? In what kind, let's know. 
Is this exaction ? • 

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'<d 
Under your promis'd pardon. The subjects' grief 
.Comes through commissions, which compel from each 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd, your wars in France : This makes bold mouths . 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; their curses now. 
Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pass, 
That tractable obedience is a' slave 
To each incensed will. I would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
Thei:e is no primer business. 

K. Hen. By my life, 
This is against our pleasure. 

Wol. And for me, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not past me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Traduc'd by tongues, which neither know ■ 

My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — ^let me say, 
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers ;* which ever, 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft, 

... .11 I ■■ I ■ !■ I I - 

[3] That \8, you know no more than other counselknv. but you are tte penoo i^ 
frame those things which are afterwards prt^scd, and known eqaaUy bf a^ 

n. MASO!'* 

• CH ^ cope — to engage with, to euciiuni^r. T\ie \«.-otd Is i^iill in use in sooie ooid 
tiet. JOHNSOJK. ' 
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Hittugg a groBser quality,' is cried up 
For our Imt act If we shall stand still, 
lo fear oar motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
We slionld take root here where we sit, or sit 
State-statues only. 

K, Hen, Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear : 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe » not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each I 
A trembUng contribution ! Why, we take, 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o'th' timber :^ 
And, though, we leave it with a root, thus hack'd, 
The air will drink the sap. To every county. 
Where this is questioned, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : Pray, look to't ; 
I put it to your care. 

Wol. A word with you. [To the Secretary 

Let there be letters writ to every shire. 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd. 
That, through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary 

Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Kath. I am sorry, that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K. Hen. It grieves many : 
The gentleman is leam'd, and a most rare speaker, 
To' nature none more bound ; his training such. 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himself.^ 
Yet see 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not well dispos'd,^ the mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 

15] n» wont aetkNU of great men are commended by the vulgar, as more ac* 
iwiMnd>>r<l to the grossneM of their notions. J0UN60N. 

Jn /:m if a rabatantive, and dgnUies the hranckei. WARBURTON. 
A Bmnd the traanires of his own mind. JOHNSON Read : And m'tr Mefc 
out of himself. . Yet see,-. RIT8QN. , ^ ^ ^ ^. ^. 

[«] Oraat gifts of nature and education, not joined vvith good ""P'**jS™grvjr 
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Than ever they were fair. This man, so cdmplete^ 

Who was enroU'd 'mongst wonders, and when we. 

Almost with ravishM list'ning, could not find 

His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady. 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 

That once were his, and is become as black 

As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by us ; you shall hear 

(This was his gentleman in trust,) of him 

Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 

The fore-recited practices 5 whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

WoL Stand forth ; and with bold spirit relate what you, 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

JT. Hen, Speak freely. 

Surv, First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech. That if the king 
Should without issue die, he'd carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, ' 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

WoL Please your highness, note 
This dangerous conception in this point.^ 
Not friended by his wish, to your high persoa 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

^. Kath. My learn'd lord cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 

K* Hen, Speak on ; 
How grounded he his title to the crown, 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught ? 

Surv. He was brought to this 
By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. , 

K. Hen. What was that Hopkins ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 
His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K, Hen, How know'st thou this ? 

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to France, 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demamd 

(9J W0i9 this jjMutietUar part of tkls daneencovA ^«A^ S^SSR&OV* 
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What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
CoDCeming the French journey : I replied, 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king's danger. Presently the duke 
Said, 'Twas thetfear, indeed ; and that he doubted, 
'Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; tJiat oft, says he, 
Hath sent to mcy wishing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment : 
Whom after under the confession's seal 
He solemnly had sworn, tfiat, what he spoke, 
I My chaplain to no creature living, but 

To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
' This pausingly ensued, — Neither the king, nor his heir$, 
' (Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 
; To gain the love oj the commonalty; the duke 
j Shall govern England, 
I . Q. Kath. If I know you well, 
I You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office 
' On the complaint o'th' tenants : take good heed. 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 
And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K* Hen, Let him on ; 

(to forward. 

Surv, On my soul, I'll speak but truth. 
1 told my lord the duke, by the devil's illusions 
The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 'twas dangerous 
To rummate on this so far, until [for him, 

It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd. 
It was much like to do : He answer'd. Tush! 
It can do me no damage : adding further. 
That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd. 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

K, Hen, Ha ! what so rank ?* Ah, ha ! 

There's mischief in this man. Canst thou say further ? 

. Surv I can, my fiege. 
K. Hen, Proceed. 
Surv, Being at Greenwich, 
After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About sir Wiffiam Blomer, — 

111 Rtnk weedt, are weeds grown up to jrreat beirht and streoeth. KKilu, tSTs 
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K. Hen, I remember, 
Of such a time : — ^Being my servant sworn/ 
The duke retain'd him his. — But on ; Whirf; hence ? 

Surv. If J quoth he, / for this had been commUed^ 
Asy to the Tower ^ I thought j — I would had^ play*d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
Tk* usurper Richard : who, being at Salisburyy 
Made suit to corns in his presence ; which ^ if granted ^ 
As he made semblance of his duty^ would 
Have put his knife into him. 

k. Men, A giant traitor ! 

Wot, Now, madam, may his highness lire in freedom, 
And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kath, God mend all ! 

K, Hen, There's something more would out of thee ; 
What say'st ? 

Surv. After — the duke his father, — with the knife^-^ 
He sti'ctch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was, — Were he evil us'd, he would out-go' 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K, Hen, There's his period, 
To sheath his knife in us. He is attached ; 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none. 
Let him not seek't of us : By day and night, 
He's traitor to the height. {ExenmJt. 

SCENE HI. 
A Room in the Palace, Enter the Lord Chamberktih^ and 

Lord Sands. 

Cham, Is it possible, the spells of France should jogg^C 
Men into such strange mysteries ?' 

Sands, New customs. 
Though they be never so ridiculotis, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

Cham, As far as I see, all the good our English 

[2] Sir WiiUam Blomer. (HoUnshed calls him Btdmer;^ was reprlaaaaded I9 the 
king in the star-chamber, tor that, being his swoM servant, he mid left the Bb^ 
ser^ce for the duke of Buckingham's. Edwards* MSS, BTEBYKSB, 

[31 MytUrUi were allegorical shows, which the tnamhwr* of those timet tf"****** 
in odd fantastick habits. Mygteria are osed, by an easy figure, ffar tfaoM then ei'« 
hibited mutUriesj and the sense is only, that the trav<dled rngHshm— w«t 
metamorphosed, by foreign fashions into such an uncouth anneanuoMn that Ihey 
looked like miiminen in a mystery. . iOHNSON. 
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Have got by the late voyage, is bat merely 

A fit or two o' tfa' face ;* but they are shrewd ones ; 

For when they hold them, you would swear directly, 

Their very noses had been counsellors 

To Pepin*, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands, They have all new legs, and lame ones ; one 
would take it. 
That never saw them pace before, the spavin, 
A springhalt reign'd among them.^ 

Cham, Death ! my lord, 
Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 
That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. How now? 
)Vliat news, sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lorv, 'Faith, my lord, 
1 hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate. 

C3iam. What is't for? 

Lov, The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I am glad, 'tis there ; now I would pray our 
To think an English courtier may be wise, [monsieurs 
Jliad never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 
(For so run the conditions,) leave these remnants 
Of fool, and feather, 'that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance. 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks ; 
Abusing better men than they can be, 
Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tc\U stockings. 
Short blister'd breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understand again like honest men ; 
Or pack to their old playfellows : there, I take it. 
They ma}', cum privilegio, wear away 
The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh'd at. 

Sands. 'Tis time to give them physic, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Chanh. What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities I 

Lov. Ay, marry, 

[4] A fit of the tuce ^eems to be what we now term »|Timace, an artifidai cast of 
tW conntenance, JOilKSON. 

J6J TiMf rtrinrkalt, (ir tprin^haU, (as the old copy reads^ '^ a disease incidait to 
httrie** which Avri them a convulsive motion in their paces.. STEGVIilNS^ 

9 Vat. VIL ¥ a 
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There will be woe indeed, lords ; the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them ! I am' glad, they're goii 
(For, sure, there's no converting of them ;) now 
An honest country lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song, . 
And have an hour of hearing ; and by'r-lady, 
Held current music too. 
. Cham. Well said, lord Sands ; 
Your colt's tooth is not cast yet. 

^nds. No, my lord ; _. 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Qiam. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal's ; 
Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham, O, 'tis true : 
This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll assure you. 

L&D, That churchman bears a bounteous mind inde 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 
His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt, he's noble ; 
He had a black mouth, that said other of him. 

Sands, He may, my lord, he has wherewithal ; In h 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal. 
They are set here for examples. 

Cham, True, they are so ; > 
But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ; 
Your lordship shall along : — Cofiie, good Sir Thomas, 
We shall be late else : which I would not be, 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 
This night, to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship's. [Exe 

SCENE IV. 

The Presence Chamber in York-Place. Hautboys. 

small table under a state for the Cardinal, a longer t\ 

for the Guests, Enter ai one door Lords, Anne Buli 

and divers Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as Guests j 

another door, enter Sir Henrt Guildford. 

ffut/. Ladies, a genetsl vre\comef¥limYA»^^.t:^ 
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Salutes yoQ all : This night he dedicates 

To ^ir content, and you : none here, he hopes, 

In aU this noble bevy,^ that has brought with her 

One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 

As fir^t-good company, good wine, good welcome 

Can -make good people. O, my lord, you arc tardy; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thomas 

LOVELL. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham, You are youn^, Sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 
I think, would better please them : By my life 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov, O, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sandsi I would, I were ; 
They should find easy penance. 

Lov. 'Faith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? — sir Harry, 
Place you that side, PU take the charge of this : 
His grace is ent'ring. — Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women placM together makes cold weather : — ' 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith. 
And thank your lordship. — By your leave, sweet ladies : 

[SecUs himself between Anne Bullen, and another Lady. 
f I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 
I had it from my father. 

^nne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands, O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too : 
But he would bite none ; just as I do now. 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord. — 
So, now you are fairly seated : — Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sdnds^ For my little cure,. 
Let me alone. . 

^6] iCJtoB bi» eopMi 00$ vonl}."A.6niy of fUr duam." I^^il^iau . 
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Hautboyt, Enter Cardinal Wolsey, attended; Ofui Idbei f 

his state, < < 

Wd. Y<m are welcome, my fair guests : That noble lady^ t 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you aU good health. [Drtnibf. 

Sands. Your grace is noble : — 
Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And save me so much talking. 

. Wol, My lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours. — 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this ? 

Sands.' The red wine first must rise 
In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall haye them 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester, 
My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 
Here's to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam, 
for 'tis to such a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. 1 told your grace, they would talk anon. . 

[Drum and trumpets 'within ; Chambers discharged.'' 

Wol. What's that ? 

Cham. Look out there, some of you, \Exit a Servant. 

Wol. What warlike voice ? 
And to what end is this ?^— Nay, ladies, fear not ; 
JBy all the laws of war you are privileged. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now ? what is't ? 

Sero. A noble troop of strangers ; 
For so they seem : they have lefl their barge, and landed ; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

Wol. Good lord chamberlain, 
Qo, give them welcome, you can speak the French tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 

1%] A ehamber is a gun which stands erect on its breech. Such are used Oftfy mi 
occasions of rejoicing, and are so contrived as to carry great charges, and therebsf to 
make a noise more than proportioned to their buili. They are calted cAom&ert bt> 
cause they are mere ehambert to lodge powder ; a chamber being the technical torn 
for that cavity in a piece of ordnance wltich contains the combustibles. Some of 
Uiem are still fired in the ParJc, apd at the places opposite to the parliament4KHtte 
when the king goes thither. Camden enumerates them among other gans,u ^- 
hnrgt-^^eumoiUf dcmi-caonont, chambers, arq^Mftnue, t&^aaqjjxbC 'STdKyfiinB' 
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Shall ahine at full upon them : — Some attend him. — 

lElxit Cham, attended. All arisen and tahlee removed^ 
Yom haTe now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it. 
A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 
I £ower a welcome on you : — ^Welcome all. 

Hauthoyi, Enter the King, and twelve others, as Makers, 
habited like Shepherds, with sixteen Torch-hearers ; ush- 
ered by the Lord Ckamherlain. They pass directly before 
the Cardinal, and gracefully salute him. 

A noble company ! What are their pleasures ? 

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they pray'd 
To tell yOur grace ; — That, having heard by fame 
Of this 80 noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less, 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
^n hour of revels with them. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain, [them 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I pay 
A thousand thanks, and pray them take their pleasures. 

[Ladies chosen for the Dance, The King 

chooses Anne BuLLEN, 

K. Hen, The fairest hand I ever touch'd! O, beauty. 
Till now I never knew thee. [Music, Dance. 

Wol, My lord, 

Oiam. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray, telj them thus much from me : 
There should be one amongst them, by his person. 
More worthy this place than myself ; to whom, 
If I but knewf^^n, with my love and duty 
I would surremer it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Chamberlain goes to the company and returns, 

WoL What say they ? 

Cham, Such a one, they all confess, 
There is, indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it.^ 

JVoL Let me see then. — [Comes from his state. 

By all your good leaves, gentlemen ; — ^Here I'll make 
My royal choice. 

K. Hen, You have found him, cardinal : [Unmasking. 

~[gi That is, uke iho oliief i»lace. JOHNSON. 
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You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 
You are a cburchmaD, or, I'll tell you, cardimJi 
f should judge oow unhappily.^ 

fVoL I am glad, 
Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen. My lord chamberlain, 
FrVthee, come hither: What fair lady's that? 

Cham. An't please your grace. Sir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter, 
The viscount Rochford, one of her highness' women. 

K, Hen, By heaven, she is a dainty one. — Sweetheart, 
J were unmannerly, to take you out, , i 

And not to idss you.' — A health, gentlemen, 
lifit'it go round. 

JVol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
r th' privy chamber? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

fVoL Your grace, 
I iear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen, 1 fear, too much. 

JVol, There's fresher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. 

K, Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one. — Sweet partner, 
I must not yet forsake you : — Let's be merry ; 
(xood my lord cardinal, 1 have half a dozen healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again ; and then let's dream . 
Who's best in favour. — Let the music knock it 

[Exeunt, tnth trUffipetL 



ACT II. ^ 

SCENE ].~^ street. Enter twogewUemenf meeting 

1 Gent. Whither away so fast ? 

2 Gen. O, God save you ! 

£ven to the hall, to hear what shall become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gen. I'll save you 
That labour, sir. Ail's now done, but the ceremony 

K[91 That it, unluckily, mischievously. JOHNSON. 

[i] A kiss was andently the estabUshed fee of a ]ady*ft partner. BTEEVEK- 

iN. This custom is stiU prtvaleDt, among the covntry people, in woaajf per* 

ps all parts of the liingdom. When the fiddler thinks Ids youne eoimle havf Md 
mosic enou^, lit makes his instrument squtafc out two notes wSicb all underiCkmd 
fimf-iHiktri RITSON. 



XdT II. KING HENRY Vlll. 135 

2 Gen. Were you there ? 

1 Gen. Vies, indeed, was I. 

2 Gfen. Pray, speak, what has happen'd ? 

1 Gen. You may guess quickly what. 

2 G€». Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gen. Yes, truly is he, and condemned upon it. 

2 Gen. I am sorry for't. 

1 Gen. So are a number more. 

2 Gen. But, pray, how pass'd it ? 

1 Gen. ril tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusations, 

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg'd 

Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king's attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions 

Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir'd 

To him brought, viva voce, to his face : 

At which appear'd against him, his surveyor ; 

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor ; and John Court, 

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gen. That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies ? 

1 Gen. The same. 

All these accusM him strongly ; which he fain 

Would have flung from him, but, indeed^ he could not : 

And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 

He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himself? 

1. Gen. When he was brought again to th' bar, — to hear 
His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr'd 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely,' 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty * 
But he fell to himself again, and, sweetly, 
In all the rest show'd a most noble patience. 

2 Gen. I do not think, he fears death. 

1 Gen. Sure, he doth not, 
He never was so womanish ; the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

[2] This drcumstance is taken from HoUnshed: ** A(l«r be was found euiltTvtlat 
duVc was brottipbt to (be bar, sore<ba£iss^i^ and twtai marveiomly. STEEVGl^. 
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2 Gtn, Certainly, 
The cardinal is the end of this. 

i (?en. 'Tis likely, 
By all ccqjectures : First, Kildare's attainder, 
Then deputy f Ireland ; who remov'd, 
Karl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 
Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gen. That trick of state 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gen. At his return, 

No douht, he will requite it. This is noted. 
And generally ; whoever the king favours. 
The cardinal instantly will find employment. 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gen. All the commons 

I late him perniciously, and, o' my conscience, 

Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 

They love and dote on ; call him, bounteous Buckingham, 

TJie mirror of all courtesy ; — 

1 Gen. Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruinM man you speak of. 

Enter Buckingham, from his arraignment ; Tipstaves before 
him ; the axe with the edge towards him ; Halberds on each 
side : with him. Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Sir William Sands, and common People. 

2 Gen. Let's stand close, and behold him. 
Buck. All good people, 

Vou that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 

1 have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment, 

And by that name must die ; Yet, heaven bear witness. 

And, if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 

Kven as the "axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 

The law I bear no malice for my death, 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice : 

15 lit those, that sought it, I could wish more christians :. 

Re what they will, I heartily forgive them : 

Yet let them look they glory not in mischief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 

For then my guiltless blood must cry against them. 

For further hfe in this world I ne'er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 

More than I dare make faults. You few that lov^d me,' 

p/ TActe l/ocf are ramarkably tender voA palS^uS! ISQOS.'&QS. 
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^nd dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

Flis noble friends, and fellows, whom to leare 

[s only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end ; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifik:e, 

And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o'God's name. 

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be Uiose numberless offences 
'Gainst me, I can't take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave/ — C^ommend me to his grace ; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king'^s ; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument I 

Lov, To th' water side I must conduct your grace ; 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Yaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 
The duke is coming : see, the barge he ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture,- as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable. 
And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 
That never knew what truth meant : 1 now seal it ;' 
And with that blood will make them one day groan for't. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Wno first rais'd head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray'd, 

[4] ShakeqieaK, by tbisexinrcsskm, meant no more than to 0ialw the dBlu^ 
action exprcMive ofma/iee shall conclude mv life. Snoy by oorurthor, ia UMa nt 
malice and hatrtd. In other f^ces, and, perhans, in this. STEEVEN8. 

[5] I now seal iny truth, my loyalty, with blood, whHih Umd tftifla\ Qtft ^ Tanft 
ihciagnmo. JOHNBON. 
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And without trial fell ; God's peace be with him ! 
Heory the seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father's loss, like a most royal prince, 
Restor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. 1 hud my trial, 
And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 
Yet thus far we are one in fortune;., — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most ; 
A most unnatural and faitliiess service ! 
Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying man receivre as certain : 
Where you are hberal of your loves, and counsels. 
Be sure, you be not loose ; for those yoi^ make friends. 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. All good people, 
Pray for me ! I must now fornakc ye ; the last hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak how I fell. — I have done j and God forgive me ! 

[Exeunt Buc i^ingham and Train, 

1 Gen, O, this is full of pity ! — Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads, 

That were the authors. 

2 Gen. If the duke be guiltless, 

'Tis full of woe : Yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall. 
Greater than this. 

1 Gen. Good angels keep it from us ! 

Where may it be ? Yon do not doubt my faith, sir ? 

2 Gen. This secret is so weighty, 'twill require 
A strong faith^ to conceal it. 

1 Gen. Let me have it ; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gen. I am confident ; 

You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear 

A buzzing, of a separation 

Betweea the kin g and Katharine \ ^ 

[BjTtrmg /irilA, Is great Me^tj. 3C!SliR^!SlSU 
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1 Gen. Yes» but it held not ; 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gen. But that slander, sir. 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal. 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good- queen, possess'd him with a ^ffnl^le 
That will undo her : To coniirm this too, 
Cardinal Campcius is arrived, and lately ; 
As all think, for this business. 

1 Gen, 'Tis the cardinal ; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 

For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishoprick of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 

2 Gen. I think you have hit the mark : But is't not cniel^ 
That she should feel the smart of this ? The cardinal 
Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gen, 'Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let's think in private more. [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

An Ante-chamher in the Palace, Enter the Lord Chamher- 

lainj reading a letter, 

Cham. My lord, — The horses your lordship sent for 9 
with all the care I had, I saw well chosen, ridden^ and 
furnished. They were young, and handsome ; and of the 
best breed in the north. When they were ready to tet out 
for London, a man of my lord cardinaVs, by commission^ 
and main power, took 'cm from me ; with this reason^'-^ 
His master would be served before a subject, if not he 
fore the king: which stopped our mouths, sir. 

I fear, he will, indeed : Well, let him have them : 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. *' 

/ior. Well met, my good lord chamberlain. 

Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Sufi^. How is the king employ'd ? 

C3iam. I left him private, 
Full of sad tbongbts and troubles. 
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Aor. What's the cause ? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother's wift 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Sftff^. No, his conscience 
ilas crept too near another lady. 

JVor, 'Tis 80 ; 
This is the cardinaVs doing, the king-cardinal : 
That bhnd priest, like the ehiest son of fortuno. 
Turns what he lists. The king will know him one day. 

Sf^. Pray ^od, he do ! he'll never know himself eke. 

JSor, HowMlily he works in all his business !- 
And with what zeal ! For, now he has crack'd the league 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's great nephew, 
Tie (lives into the king's soul ; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience. 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And, out of all these to restore the king, 
He counsels a divorce : a loss of her, 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 
Will bless the king : And is not this course pious ? 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! 'Tis most 
true, 
These news are every where ; every tongue speaks them. 
And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end,-^ 
The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Siif. And free us from his slavery. 

J^or. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages 'J all men's honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be &shion'd 
Into what pitch he please.** 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

[7] This may alhuk to the retinue of the cardinal, who bad several of the ooUUO 
aroone his menial senrants. JOHNSON. 

[81 The allusion seems to be to th*? 2li:t verse of the 9tli chapter of the Epistle of 
St. Full to the Romans : <* Ilath not the putter power over the dbaj of Clie laine 
Aiv/) to make one vessel unto honour, and aiio\bcT voao dlkAnnsras V* C0LLIK8< 
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I love him not, nor fear him ; there's my creed : 
As I am made without him, so I'll stand, 
If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me dike, they are breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I know him ; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

JVbr. Let's in ; 
And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much upon him : 
— ^My lord, you'll bear us company ? 

Cham. Excuse me ; 
The king hath sent me other- where : besides 
You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him : 
Health to your lordships. 

JVor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

XoRFOLK opens a folding door, TTie King is discovered 
sitting, and reading pensively, 

Suf. How sad he looks ! sure, he is much afflicted. 

K. Hen. Who is there ? ha ? 

jXor. 'Pray God, he be not angry. 

K. Hen. Who's there, I say ? How dare you thrusi 
yourselves 
Into my private meditations ? 
Who am. I ? ha ? 

JVor. A gracious kiug, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'r meant : Our breach of duty, this way, 
fs businevss of estate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

AT. Hen. You are too bold ; 
Go to ; I'll make ye know your times of business : 
Is tliis an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ?-^" 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ? — O my Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience. 

Thou art a cure tit for a king. — You're welcome, 

[To Campeiu!S. 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 
Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker.^ [To Wolsey. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot. 

£9] I take the meoDioj^ to be, f^et care be taken that mu jpronuMlM fer5«T\«e^ 1>^ 
mfpr^eaiffia of wmlemmt bit notjownd tmfty talk, Z OllK&Olft* 
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Aside. 
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1 would, yonr grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K. Hen. We are busy ; go. [To Norf. and Svr. 

J^or. This priest has no pride in him ? 

Suf. Not to speak of ; 
i would not be so sick though, for his place :* 
But this cannot continue. 

J^or. If it do, 
YU venture one heave at him. 

Suf, I another. 

[Exeunt Norf. and Suf. 

WoL Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 
Who can be ansjry now ? what envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard, tyM by blood and favour to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean, the learned ones, in christian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices :* Rome, the nurse of judgment, 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man. 
This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
' Whom, once more, I'present unto your highness. 

K.Hen, And, once more, in mine arms I bid him welcome. 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; ■ 
They have sent me such a man I would have wish'd for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers' loves, 
You are so noble ; To your highness' hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, — 
(The court of Rome commanding,) you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their servant. 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

K, Hen, Two equal men. The queen shall be acquainted 
Forthwith, for what you come : — Where's Gardiner ? 

Wol, I know, your majesty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 

K, Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and my favour 
To him that docs best ; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 
1 find him a fit fellow. [Exit WolseY' 

m ntt(-li^M«idraslieisproQd. JOUlftSOlX. 
/3/ Tim ooiMlractlfm Is, have sent <hcU free iro\c«i. VJOSK^ 
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Re-enter Wolsey, wi^ Gardiner. 
Wol. Give me your hand : much joy and fiivoar to you : 
Yoa are the king's now. 

*- Gard. But to be commanded 

Forever by your grace, whose hand has raisM me. [Atide 

^ K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. [1^^ converse apart 
Gun. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 

^ In this man's place before him ? 

^ JVoL Yes, he was. 

t Cam, Was he not held d learned man ? 

I Wol. Yes, surely. 

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion spread then 

' Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

^ Wol. How ! of me ? 

J Cam. They will not stick to say, you envy'd him ; 
And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man still ;' which so griev'd him. 

I That he ran mad, and dy'd. 

_ Wol. Heaven's peace be with him ! 

'% That's Christian care enough : for living murmurers, 

r There's places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 

For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment ; 

I J will have none so near else. Learn this, brother 

& We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 

I K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

/ [Exit Gahsiner 

I The most convenient place that I can think of, 

I For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 

f There ye shall meet about this weighty business : — 

I My Wolsey, see it furnish'd. — O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
iSo sweet a bed-fellow ? But, conscience,- conscience, — 
^ O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exeunt. 

■ SCENE 111. 

An Ante-chamber in the Queen^s Apartment. Enter A:x^e 

BuLLEN, and an old Lady. 
Anne. Not for that neither ; — ^Here's the pang that 
pinches : 
His highness having liv'd so long with her ; and she 
f So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — ^by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing; — O now,. after 

' • "i 
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So many eounes of the eun enthrou'd, j- 

Stin growing in a majesty and pomp,— the which 

To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 

'Tia sweet at first to acquire, — after this procesSy 

To giTe her the ayaunt !* it is a pity 

Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God's will ! much better, 
She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal^ 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune,* do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. ^ 

Old L, Alas, poor lady ! 
She's a stranger now again.^ 

Anne. So much the more 
Must pity drop upon her. Verily," 
I swear, 'tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in content. 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content ; 

Is our best having.' 

Anne. By my troth, and maidenhead, 
1 would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would. 
And venture maidenhead for't ; and so would you, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your softcheveril conscience would receive," 
If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth, — You would not be a queen? 

[4] To send her away coutemptuously : to pronoonoe aEalnst her a lenteaee of 
ejection. JOHNSON. 

[6] She calls Fortune a fuairel or arrow from her striking so deep and suddealiy. 
^wmrel was a large arrow so called. Thus Fairfax : 

** twan^'d the stnng, out flew the fuorreZ long.^ ■ WARBURTON. 

[61 Again an alien } not only no longer queen, but no fonger an English womaiw 

joKnson. 

m That is, our best posaestion. In Spanish, hazienda. JOHNSON. 
M CAevcrU-^lM lUd-sUn, soft leathec; JOHNSON. 
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Jbme. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
' Of(IL.'Ti8 strange ; a three-pence bowed would hire me^ 
>01d u I aiD» to queen it : But, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 
I .^ftfM. No, in truth. 

I Old L, Then you are weakly made : Pluck off a little ; 
K I would not be a young count in your way, 
; For more than blushing comes to : if your back 
i Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
m Ever to get a boy. 
f Anne. How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
m For all the world. 
I Old L. In faith, for little England 
I You'd venture an emballing : I myself 
I Would for Carnarvonshire, although there 'long'd 
[ Vo more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 
P Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

. Qiam. Good morrow, ladies. What wer't worth to know 
L The secret of your conference ? 
> Anne, My good lord, 
, Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
, Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 
L Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
■The action of good women : there is hope, 
^All wiU be well. 

fAnne. Now I pray God, amen ! 
Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly blessings 
* Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
I' Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note's 
Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
. Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
^ Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
I A thousand pound a year, annual support, 
^Out of his grace he adds. 
Anne, I do not know, 
What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 
Afore than my all is nothing : nor my prayers 
Arc not words duly hallow'd, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, and wishes, 
Are all I can return. 'Beseech your lordship. 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience, 
W Vol. VII O 
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As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness ; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit, 
The king hath of you. — I have perus'd her well ; 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, [AsUt* 

That they have caught the king : and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem. 
To lighten all this isle ?'— Pll to the king, 
And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne. My honoured lord. [Exit Lord ChamherUdn. 

Old L. Why, this it is ; see, see! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could "i 

Come pat betwixt too early and too late ^ 

For any suit of pounds : and you, (O fate !) J 

A very fresh-fish here, (fye, fye, upon V 

This compell'd fortune !; have your mouth fiU'd up, a 
Before you open it. | 

Anne. This is strange to me. I 

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, ('tis an old story,) 
That would not be a queen, that would ^he not, 
For all the mud in iEgypt : — Have you heard it ? ^ 

Anne. Come, you are pleasant. j 

Old L. With your theme, I could M 

O'ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke { ^ 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect ; 
No other obligation : By my life. 
That promises more thousands : Honour's train 
Ts longer than his fore-skirt. By this time, * 

I know, your back will bear a duchess ; — Say, 
Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady, i 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, ; 

And leave me out on't. 'Would, I had no being, ' 

If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me, 
To think what follows. 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver 
What you have heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think me ? [ExiwU. ^ 

[1] From the nany artful strokes uf addrem the poet has thrown in npon VCB^ 
Rlizabeth and her mother, it should seem that this play was written and nerflirmrfjl 
io bh roym) mistress's time : If so, some lines were added by him in the lau scentk*^ 
after Ihe moceuion of kin[jr James. THYlO^i !A.\> 
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SCENE IV. 

in Black-Fryars. Trumpets^ Sennet* and Comets. 
r two Vergers, with short silver wands ; next them, 
Scribes, in the habits of doctors; after thern, the Arch' 
<p "df Canterbury alone ; after him, the Bishops of 
OLN, Ely, Rochester, and Saint Asaph ; next 
, with some small distance, follows a Gentlemnn bear- 
iie purse, Tmth the great seal, and a CardinaTs hai ; 
two Priests, bearing each a silver cross ; then a (ren- 
jn-'Usher bare-headed, accompanied with a Sergeant 
rms, bearing a silver mxice ; then two Gentleman, bear- 
\wo great silver pillars ;^ after them, side by side, the 
Ckirdinals Wolsey and Campeius ; two Noblemen 
the sword and mace. Then enter the King and Queen, 
their Trains, The King takes place under the cloth 
lie ; the two Cardinals sit under him as judges. The 
n takes place at some distance from the King, TTie 
ops place themselves on each side the court, in fnanner 

consistory; between them, the Scribes, The Lords 
ext the Bishops, The Crier and the rest of the Attend- 
stand in convenient order about the stage. 

Whilst our commission from Rome is read 
snce be commanded. 
Xen, What's the need ? 

already publicly been read, 
I all sides the authority allow'd ; 
ay then spare that time. 

Be't so : — Proceed. 

Say, Henry king of England, come into the court, 
r. Henry king of England, &c. 
len. Here. 

Say, Katharine queen of England come into court, 
r. Katharine, queen of England, &c. 

ueenmakes no answer, rises out of her chair, goes about 
"t, comes to the King, and kneels at his feet ; then speaks, 

ntut appears to have signified a short flourish on Cornets. MALONE. 
an were some of the ensig^ns of dignity carried before cardinals. Sir 
[ore, when he was spealier lo'tlie commons, advised them to admit Wolsey 
rase with his maces and his pillars. JOHNS.-— ^o, in Tht TreattnuK 
lardinal Wolsey, no date, but published between the execution of tlie duke 
gbam and the repudiation of Katharine : 

worldly pompe incredible. After them foUowe two lave men secular, 

D rydeth two prestes strong* *, And each of them holdyng a pillar, 
aare two crosses right longe^ In their hondes steade of a mace." 

f in every man^s face : STEEVENS. 

d two great cro6.«e8 of silver, the one of his arcbfalshqpric, the otber 6f 
, borne before him wUtbersoever be went or rode, by two of the talint 
t he could get within the realm. TOLLET. 
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Q. Kath. Sir, I desire jou, do me right and ja$tice' 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 
Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 
In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure^ 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 
Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, o)r sorrj, 
As I saw it inclined. When was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your desire. 
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine^ 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharg'd ? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Against your sacred person, in God's name, 
Turn nie away ; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir, 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatched wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 
My father, king of Spain, was reckon*d one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by many 
A year before : It is not to be question'd 
That they had gather'd a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I hllBib 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose couiisd . 
/ will implort : If not *, i' th' name of God, 
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Tour pleasure be. folfill'd ! 

Wof: You have here, lady, 
(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; men 
Uf upgular integrity and learning, 
Tea, the elect of the land, who are assemhled 
To plead your cause : It shall he therefore bootless, 
That longer you desire^ the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 
. Cam. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam, 
It's fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that* without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Q. Kaih. Lord cardinal, — 
To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kaik. Sir, 
I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream'd so,) certain^ 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I'll turn to sparks of fire. 

fVoL Be patient yet. 

Q. Kaih^ I will, when you are humble ; nay, before. 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge,* 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, — 
Which God's dew quench ! — Therefore, I say again. 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 
Refuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more, 
I hold ttkv most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a mend to truth. 

Wol. I do profess. 
You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Hare stood to charity, and display 'd the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong : 
I bare no spleen against you ; nor injustice 

> [tj TM yap d0«ii«to jproeraet the boslMfls of tlw court { that you loUcU a more 
dManft MtrioB aadtriaL to pray for a Imigw day, i. •• a more diitaiit oiie,_wftcn 



tWtrial«r«ieeiitkmof eriiniiial«isafl[itatedf isyctthelaiiguaseof thebar. latbe 
(biirth lisll^ 4|Ar i« ttibstUuted for desire. MAtOME. 

(4] CAaCcaiff b hen a verbam jwrit, a law term. Thacrimiml, when beNfoMf a 
ivrpBMB, iaya— I dUiUng* him. JOHNSON. 
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• For you, or any : how far I hare proceeded. 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. Tou charge me, 
That I haye hlown this coal : I do deny it : 
The king is present : if it be known to him, 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily, my falsehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : The which before 
His highness shall speak in, 1 do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 
And to say so no more. 

Q. Kath, My lord, my lord, 
I am a simple woman, much too weak [mouth'c 

To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and humbl 
You sign your place and calUng,^ in full seeming, 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have by fortune, and his highness' favours,^ 
Gone slightly o^er low steps ; and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words^ 
Domestics to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must teU you,' 
You tender more your person's honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual : That again 
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, appesd unto the pope, 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 
And to be judg'd by him. [She qffers to depa 

Cam. The queen is obstinate. 
Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try'd by it ; 'tis not well. -f 

\ She's going away. 

K, Hen. Call her again. 

Crt. Katharine queen of England, come into the court, 

Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. [wa; 

Q. KcUh. What need you note it ? pray you, keep yo* 

(51 Tofign^ most here be to «Amb, to dmou. By your outward mrrtmiM i 
bttaHlltr, yoo tkow that you are of wi holy order, but, Ice JOHNSON. 

m Tbe queen would Imlnuate that Wolsey bad rendered the hirhett ottem I 
sfrrirat to hb wiU. STEEVENS. 



iCT n» VING HENRY VIII. 151 

When you are call'd, retarn. — ^Now the Lord help, . 
They vex me past my patience ! — ^pray you, pass on : 
, I wiU not tarry : bo, nor ever more, 
Upon this husmess, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Elxe, Queen, Griffith, and her other attendants 

K, Hen. Go Uiy ways, Kate : 
That man i' the world, who shall report he has 
A hetter wife, let him in nought be trusted, 
Foi: speaking false in that : Thou art, alone, 
fif thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government,*^ 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,)' 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol. Most gracious sir, 
fn humblest manner I require your highness. 
That it lihall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where I am robb'd and bound, 
There must 1 be unloosed : although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,)® whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
^aid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on't ? or ever 
Have to you, — ^but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, — spake one the least word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 
Or touch of her good person ? 

K, Hen, My lord cardinal, 
I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd : 
But will you be more justify'd ? you ever 
Have wii^h'd the sleeping of this business ; never 
.Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but ofl have hinder'd ; oft 
The passages made toward it : — on my honour, 

Vt\ If thy flevenJ quaUties had tonniM to speak thy praise. JOHNSON. 

[fl^ Tlie sense, which is incumbered with words, is no more than this — ^l mart Ite 
looacA, though when m loosed^ I shall not be wtisfitd fully and at once ; that &« X 
shall not be immediatd^ salu/ied JOHNSON. 
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I speak my good lord cardinal to this point,* 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,-— 

I will be bold with time, and your attention : — 

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ;— f^rc 

heed to't : — 
My conscience first receiv'd a tenderness, 
Scruple, and prick,* on certain speeches utter*d 
By the bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador ; \ 
nho had been hither sent on the debating ^ 

A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : I' the progress of this business; 1 
Ere a determinate resolution, he : 

(I mean, the bishop,) did require a respite ; 
Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Respecting this our marriage with the dowager^ ^ 

Sometime our brother's wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, entered me, 
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way, 
That many maz'd considerings did throng. 
And press'd in with this caution. First, methooght, 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady's womb. 
If not conceiy'd a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to't, than 
The grave does to the dead : for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air'd them : Hence I took a thought^ 
This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 
Well worthy the best heir o' th' world, should not 
Be gladded in't by me : Then follows, that 
f weigh'd the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue's fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
The wild sea of my conscience,' I did steer ■ 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we arc 
Now present here together ; that's to say, 
( meant to rectify my conscience, — ^whicb 



f»m 



f 9] The king, having first addressed to Wolsey, breaks otT] and deebraB 1900 Ilk 
honour to the whole court, that he speaks the oardinaP$ sentiments upon the priat fal 
qvcMion ; and dears liim from any attempt, or wisli, to stir in tiiat busiac«> THEQk 

fl] Prick of conscience was the term in confession. JOHNSON. 

[2] TlM phrase beloun to navigation. A ship is said to hull wlien die is dlimMtrri, 
only her Au/Z, or AWi, is left at the Uirectioii and mercy of the waves. 8TEEV. 
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1 1 then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 
By aD the reverend fathers of the land, 
And doctors leam'd.-^— First, 1 began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; yon remember 
Hoir onder my oppression 1 did reek, 

t When I first mov'd you. 

i Lin, Very well, my liege. 

I K, Hfn, I have spoke long ; be pleas'd yourself to tay 

* How far you satisfied me. 
L»n. So please your highness, 
The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in't. 
And consequence of dread, — ^that I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had, to doubt ; 
And did entreat your highness to this course, 
^Vhich you iure running here. 
K. Hen. I then mov'd you, 

} My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons : — Unsolicited 

I I left no reverend person in this court ; 
But by particular consent proceeded, 

; Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on : 
For no dislike i'the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 

. Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That's paragon'd o'the world. 

Cam. So please your highness. 
The queen- being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day ; 
Mean while must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. [They nse to depart. 

K. Hen. I may perceive, [Aiide. 

These cardinals tnfle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. 
My lean'd and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee, return \ with thy approach, I knoit^, 
Ky cdmfort comes along. Break up the court r 
I say. get M. [Exeunt^ in manner as they enier^d. 

Vol. VII. G2 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Palace at Bridtwell. A Room in the Queen^i 
Apartment. The Queen, andiome ofherwomen^ at7»otk, 

Q. Katharine, 
TAKE thy lute, wench : my soul grows sad with troubles ; 
Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst : leare working. 

SONG. 

Orpheut with his lute made trees^ 
And the mountain-tops, thai freeze^ 

Bow themselves, when he did sing : 
To his music, plants, and flowers. 
Ever sprung; as sun, and showers. 

There had been a lasting sprif^. 
Every thing that heard him play. 
Even the billows of the sea. 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art; 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kath. How now ? 

Gen. An't please your grace, the two great cardinals 
Wait in the presence. 

Q. Kaih. Would they speak with me ? 

Gen. They will'd me say so, madam. 

Q. Kath. Pray their graces 
To come near. [Exit Gen.] What can be their business 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour ? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on't. 
They should be good men ; their affairs are righteous :' 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

fVol. Peace to your highness ! 

Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a housewife . 
I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me, reverehd lords ? 

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 

The full cause of our coming. 

I II ... ■ II I * ■— ^^— >— 

[S] Affwn means not their present errand, but the busineii ef Ibeir c^tofc 
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Q. KM, Speak it here ; 
There's nothing I haye done yet, o' my conscience. 
Deserves a comer : 'Would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy . 
Ahove a nnmber,) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw them, 
Envy and base opinion set against them,^ 
I know my life so evep : If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in,® 
Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. 

WoL Tanta eit ergd te mentis integritas^ regina ierenU' 

Q. KiUh O, good my lord, no Latin ; 
I am not such a truant since my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in : 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, sus- 
picious ; 
Pray, speak in -English : here are some will thank you. 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake ; 
Believe me, she has had much wrong : Lord cardinal^ 
The willing'st sin I ever yet comimtted, 
May be absolved in English. 

WoL Noble lady, 
I am sorry, my integrity should breed, 
(And service to his majesty and you,) 
i^o deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses ; 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 
You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between tiie king and you ; and to deliver. 
Like free and honest men, our just opinions, 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour'd madam, 
My lord of York, — out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace ; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and him, (which was top far,) — 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 

[5] I would be glad that my conduct were in some public trial confronted witk 
lome enemies, that envy and corrupt judgment might try tbehr utmost powir 
agaiittt me. JOHNSON. 

[6] That is, if yon come to examine the title by which I am the Iddg^ wife \ or 
if jou come to know bow I have belutved as a wile* JOBlNSOK. 



156 XIV« BEITRT VIII. ACT III. 

His serrice and his counsel. 

Q. Kath, To betray me. [Aside, 

My lords, I thank you both fur your good wills, 
Ye speak like honest men, (pray God, ye prove to !) 
But how to make you suddenly an answer. 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, 
^More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit» 
And to such men of gravity and learning. 
In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full Uttle, God knows, looking 
Either for such men, or such business. 
For her sake that 1 have been, (for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness,) good your graces. 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause ; 
Alas 1 I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

WoL Madam, you wrong the king's love with these fears; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q. Kath. lu England, 
But Utile for my profit : Can you think, lords, 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 
Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' pleasure, 
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,)' 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out my afflictions,^ 
They that my trust must grow to, Uve not here ; 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cam. I would, your grace 
Would leave your grie£, and take my counsel. 

Q. Kath. How, sir ? 

Cam. Put your main cause into the king's protection ; 
He's loving, and most gracious ; 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause ; 
For, if the trial of the law o'ertake you, 
You'll part away disgrac'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly, 

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my ruin : 
Is this your christian counsel ? out upon ye I 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge, 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 



[3] Do you think that any EngUshroan dare adtise me : or, if any muk « 
rentore to advise with honesty, Oat he could live f JOHNSON. 

£4] To weigh out is the tame as to outvxigk. In Mticbeth. Sbakesptfara bai wtr. 
cmf for come aver, STEEVEJ^S. *.««»«« •w 
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Q. KaKk. The more shame for ye ; holy men I thoii|^t 

ye. 

Upon my soul, two reyerend cardinal virtues ; 

Bat cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye : 

Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scom'd % 

I will not wish ye half my miseries, 

I have more^charity : But say, I wam'd ye ; 

Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once 

The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

WoL Madam, tiiiis is a mere distraction ; 
You turn tiie good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kaih, Te turn me into nothing : Woe upon ye, 
And all such false professors ! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 
if ye be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas ! he has banish'd me his bed already ; 
His lovd, i.»o long ago : I am old, my lords. 
And nil the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my pbedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cain, Your fears are worse. 

Q. KaXh, Have I liv'd thus long — ^let me speak myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends) — a wife, a true one ? 
A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have 1 VFith all my full affections 

Sliil met the king ? lov'd him next heaven ? obey'd him ? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ?^ 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I Sius rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 
P»ring me a constant woman to her husband, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure ; 
And to that woman, when she hath done most, 
Vet will I add an honour, — a great patience. 
. Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

Q. Kaih, My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title _ 

'[5] If I mistake you, it b by your fault, not mine s fur I thought you good. Tbe 
distress of Katharine might hare kept her fh>m the quibble to which she is irresisti- 
bir tempted by the word wrixmal. JOHNSON. 
'[61 Tfiat iSk served Mm with superstitions attention *, done more than \vat reooired. 
^ ' JOHNSON: 
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Tour master wed me to : nothing Irat death 
ShaU e'er divorce my dignities. 

Wol. Tray, hear me. 

Q. Kath. 'Would, I had never trod this English earl 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — , 
Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes 

[To her Won 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me, 
Almost, no grave allow'd me : — Like the lily. 
That once was mistress of the field, and flourish'd, 
I'll hang my head, and perish. 

JVol, If your grace 
( 'Ould but be brought to know, our ends are honest, 
You'd feel more comfort : why should we, good lady^ 
Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas ! our places, 
The way of our profession is against it ; 
We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them. 
For goodness' sake, consider what you do ; 
How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 
80 much they love it ; but, to stubborn spirits, 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 
1 know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A. soul as even as a calm : Pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and serva 

Cam. Madam, You'll find it so. You Wrong your vir 
With these weak women's fears. -A noble spirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves y 
Beware, you lose it not : For us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we arc ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath, Do what ye will, my Iprds : And, pray, for 
If 1 have us'd myself unmanneriy f | 

You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray, do my service to his majesty : 
He has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers, 

": 7 Hat If, if X haTt behwred n^ielf unnmuerly. M. MASON. 
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While I snail nare my life. Come, reTerend fitthen, 

Bestow your counsel oq me : she now h^s, 

That litde thought, when she set footing here, 

She should haye bought her dignities so dear. [Exettnt, 

SCENE II. 

AaU'chamber to the King^s Apartment. Enter the Dvke of 
No&FOLK, the Dvke of Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey^ 
and the Lord Chamberlain, 

^or. If yoii will now unite in your complaints 
And force them with a constancy,* the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them : If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise, 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces^ 
With these you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 
To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance- of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Suf, Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ?^ when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person. 
Out of himself?* 

Cham, My lords, you speak your pleasures.: 
What he deserves of you and me, I know ; 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

JSTor. O, fear him not ; 
His spell in that is out : the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The' honey of his language. No, he's settled, 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur. Sir, 
I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

J^Tor, Believe it, this is true. 



8] Force is en/oroe, urge. JOHNSON. , ^„^ 

. 01 Which of the peers has not gone by him conteiyuied or neglected ? JOHNS, 
i] When did Ae, however carefal to carnr his own dignity to the utmon height, 
rtfor^ cmy 4 JgitAy of onofAer ? JOHNSON. 
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Tn the diTorc€, his contrary proceedingi^ 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 
As I could wish mine enemy. 

6ur. How came 
lib practices to light ? 

Suf. Most strangely. 

Sur, O, how, how ? 

St^. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried. 
And came to the eye o'the king : wherein was rei^, 
How that the cardinal did intreat his hoUness 
To stay the judgment o' the divorce ; For if 
It did take place, / do, qouth he, perceive ^ 
My king is tangled in flection to 
A creature of the queen^s, lady Anne BuUen.' 

Sur. Has the king this ? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. WiU this work ? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he coasts, . 
And hedges, his own way.* But in this point 
\11 his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
Aflter his patient's death ; the king alreaay 
•Hath married the ^r lady. 

Sur. 'Would he had ^ 

Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord ! 
For, I profess, you have it. 

fiiiir. Now all my joy 
Trace the conjunction !* 

Stif, My amen to't ! 

JVbr. All men's. 

Suf There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords. 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
Tn it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But, will the king 
fOigest this letter of the cardinal's ? 
The lord forbid ! 

JSTor. Marry, amen • 

Suf No, no ; 
There be more wasps than buzz about his no se, 

' iS\ Private practieec oppmite to hi« pablie procedure. JOHNS&N. ' 

ra] To tudgty iB to creep along hj the hedge : ttot to take the dirtct aad egm 

■atb, but to Meal covertly tnrouefa circoniTolnnon. JOSKSON. 
/^ To ttmh * iP/iOM^ 90H1X90K. 
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make thin sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeioa 

stolen away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave ; 

B4eft the cause o'the king unhandled ; and 

posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

second all his plot. I do assure you 

' e king cry'd, ha I at this. 

Qiam. Now, God incense him, 
And let him cry ha, louder ! 

Abf. But, my lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 

Sttf. He is return'd, in his opinions ; which 
Hare satisfy'd the king for his divorce. 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe, 
His second marriage shall be publish'd, and 
'" Her coronation. Katharine no more 
[ Shall be callM queen ; but princess dowager. 
And widow to prince Arthur. 

M'or. Tins same Cranmer's 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
1a the king's business. 

Suf. He has ; and we shall see him . 
For it, an archbishop. • 

JVor. So I hear. 

Suf. 'Tisso. 
The cardinal-*- 

ErUer Wolsey and Cromwell. 

Abr. Observe, observe, he's moody. 

WoL The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave it you the king ? 

Crom, To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

Wol Look'd he o' the inside of the paper ? 

Cram. Presently 
He did unseal them : and the first he view'd, 
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his countenance : You, he bade ^ - 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol, Is he ready 
To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think, by this he is. 

WoL Leave me a while. — [Exit CftoawELt. 

It shall be to the duchess of Alen9on, . 
The French king's sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne BuUen ! No ; I'll no Anne Bullens for him :— 
n Vol. VII, 
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There is more in it than fair visage.-^BuUen ! 

No, we'll no Bullens. — Speedily I- wish . 

To hear from' Rome. — The marchioness of Pemibroke!-! 

JVor, He's discontented. 

Suf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough. 
Lord, for thy justice ! [terj"^ 

Wol. The late queen's gentlewoman ; a knight's dai^-' 
To be her mistress' mistress ! the queen's queen ! — 
This candle bums not clear : 'tis 1 must snuff it ; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her Yirtoous. 
And well-deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i' the bosom oi 
Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one ^ 

IJath crawl'd into the favour of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Abr. He is vex'd at something. 

Sitf. I would, 'twere something that would fret the string, 
The master-cord of his heart ! 

Enter the King^ reading a schedule f and Lovell. . 

Suf, The king, the king. 

K, Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion ! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i'the name of thfifl, 
Does he rake this together ! — Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor, My lord, we have 
Stood here observing him : Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; ' 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight. 
Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again,* 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K, Hen, It may well be ; 

■ ' ■ '■ ' I I u 

[5] Tbat the cardSnal gave the king an ioTentory of his owa prlmte vialft, by 
mutake, and thereby ruined himself, u a known variation from the truA of btaMry. 
Shakeqpeare, however, ha« not inlodicionsly represented the fall of that great naa 
<i owing to an inddent which he had once ioipruved to the destrtustMso of another. 

STEEVEN& 

[V\ Sallust, describing the dUttirbed state of Catiline's mind, takes nutlee nf the 
cunr dmimftance : -~~-'* citus modo, modo VdT«\»& 'vn!Cft«&vu&. 8T£KV£XS. 
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ire 18 a nratiny in his mind. This morning 
^Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 
^Ab I requir'd ; And, wot yoa, what 1 found 
uThere ; on my conscience, put unwittin^y ? 
ffoTBOoth, an inTentory, thus importing, — 
^The seTeral parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
^Rich-stufis, and ornaments of household ; which 
^I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
^Possession of a suhject. 
' Abr. It's hearen's will ; 
Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 
To hless your eye withal. 
K. Hen. If we did think 
His contemplation were above the earth, 
Aad fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in Ins musings : but, I am afraid, 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
> His serious considering. 
[Jfh takes his seat^ and whispers Lovell who goes to Wolsey 

F%/. Heaven forgive me ! 
Ever God bless your highness ! 

"K. Hen. Good my lord. 
You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er ; you have scarce time 
To steal, from spiritual leisure a brief span, 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband ; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol. Sir, 
For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i'the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 
K. Hen. You have said well. 
Wol. And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

K. Hen. 'Tis well said again ; 
And 'tis a kind of good deed, to say well ; 
And yet words are no deeds. My fether lov'd you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word apcn you. Since I had my o&C^) 
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I have kept yeu next m^ heart ; have not done 
Employed you where high profits might come home. 
But par'd my present hayings, to hestow 
My bounties upon you. 

WoL What should this mean ? 

Sttr. The Lord increase this business ! [Asi 

K, Hen. Haye I not made you 
The prime man of the state ? i pray vou, tell me^ 
If what I now pronounce, you have round true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 

WoL My sovereign, I confess, your royid graces. 
Showered on me daily, have been more, than could. 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : — my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires. 
Yet, fil'd with my abilities :^ Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces ^ 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

K, Hen. Fairly answer'd ; 
A loyal and obedient subject is - ' 

Therein illustrated : the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i'the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, mor^ 
On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart. 
Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty,' 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

WoL I do profess, 
That for your bigness' good I ever labour'd 
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will be. 

Though all the world should crack their duty to you 

~~^^^^— -^^^— ^'— ^~-^— — ^— -i — — — — — -~' 

[71 My endeaToon though kss tbui my desires, hare <r<L tlttt is, hvf mnub 
eqtua taee with my abiUtiet. JOHNSON. 

[81 Betides the genend bond of duty, by which you are obiig«d to be a lofal i 
«bcdi«)t sul^ect, vmi owe a particuiar devocioo of yomelf to me, as your paroei 
9CO€act<w, JOHNSON. 
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throw it frott thd^ soul ; though jpetib^ 
nod, as thick as thought could mak^ flieukp ahd 
ppear in forms more horrid ; yet my daty, 
iotb a totik against the chiding flood, 
:9lioiild the approach of this wild river break, 
Aioiil stand unshaken your*s. 
K. Hen* 'Tis nobly spoken : 
ake notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
'For you hare seen him open't. — Read o'er this ; 

[Giving him Papers, 
; And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. 

[j^'^ King, frowninff upon Cardinal WdtSEY : the 
Nobles wrong after him, smiling and whispering. 
WoL What should this mean ? 
. What sudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed Hon 
Upon the daring. huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
. Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper : 
I fear, the story of his anger. — 'Tis so ; 
This paper has undone me : — 'Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Hade me put this main secretin the packet 
1 sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
Ko new device to bent this from his brains ? 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly '; Yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this — To the pope r 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness ; 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, ^ 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl £/ 
Surrey, and the Lord Oiamherlain, 
Xfor, Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal: who commands 
To render up the great seal presently. |^0O 

Ihto our hands : and to confine yourself 
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To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till yoa hear l^rther from his highness. 

Wol. Stay, * 
Where's your commission, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authori^so weighty. 

Stff. Who dare cross them ? 
Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly ? 

Wol. Till 1 find more than will, or words, to do it, 

}I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
dare, and must deny it Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces. 
As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in eyery thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; ' 
You have christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 
(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand gave me : 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness, 
Tied it by letters patents : Now, who'll take it ? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

fVoL It must be himself then. 

Stir. Thou art a proud traitor, priest.* 

WoL Proud lord, thou liest ; 
Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than -said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 
Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : ' 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of. his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'st him ; 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv'd him with an axe. 

WoL This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 



w 
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His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I should tell you, 

I You have as little honesty as honour ; 
That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
■ Toward the king, my ever royal master, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 
Sur. By my soul, 
^ Your long coat, priest, protects you ; thou should'st feel 
My sword i'the life-blood of thee else. — My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 
Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 
Aad dare us with his cap, like larks. , 

IVoL All goodness 
h poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of jour intercepted packets. 
You writ to the pope, against the king : your goodness. 
Since you provoke mc, diall be most notorious.-— 
My lord of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble, 
As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despisM nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — ' 

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life : — I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell,* when the brown wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

IVol. How much, metbinks, I could despise this man, 
But that I am bound in charity against it ! 

JVor, Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

ji^oL So much fairer, 
And spotless, shall mine innocence arise. 
When the king knows my truth. 

Sur. This cannot save you : 
I thank my memory, I yet remember, 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 

[1] The hat of a cardinal is scarlet ; and one of the methods of daring larks was 
bj small mirrors fostened on scarlet cloth, which enrared the attention of thesfc 
urds while the fowler drew his net over them. 8TEEVEN8. 

[31 The litde bell, which is tva^ to give notice <^ the HpH appraachinff wbra it 
b carried hi procesflon, as also in other oAeet of the Romish eborcb^ is catttd l!b& 
.•ffcrnvT' **r emuecrftHon bell : from the French Merer. T\\£(Ald^ 
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Now, if you can bhish, and cry goilty, cardinal, 
Yon'll show a little honesty. 

WoL Speak on, sir ; 
I dare your worst objections : if I blush, 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. Vd rather want those than my head. Hare at y 
First, that, without the king's assent, or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
Yon maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

JSfor, Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes. Ego et Rex mens 
Was still inscribed ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf. Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 
Without the king's will, or the state's allowance, 
A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Sttf. That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holy hat to be stampt on the king's coin. 

Sur, Then, that you have sent innumerable substanc 
(By what means got, I leave to your own conscience,) 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, O my lord. 
Press 'not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue : 
His faults he open to the laws ; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur, I forgive him. 

Sttf, Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is, — 
Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compass of a prccwiMmrc,* — 
That therefore such a writ be su'd against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 

[2J It isaimoft nnneeenarr to v^tuem tlkat prmmmirc is a Ikinivut wonl A 
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It of the king's protection : — This is my charge. 
Aor. ' And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
[ow to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
Iboiit the giving back the great seal to us, 

king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you. 
&re yon well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt all but Wolset. 
Woi. So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
^well, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 
tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 
bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
I, — ^when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
greatness is a ripening, — nips his root, 

fliod then he falls, as 1 do. 1 have ventur'd, 
like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
3lis many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But fyr beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
I At lei^h broke under me ; and now has lefl me, 
l^eary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, 1 hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open'd : O, how wretched 
h that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours I 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
Hore pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
4nd when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Vever to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwell amazedly, 
VVhy, how now, Cromwell ? 
Crom, I have no power to speak, sir. 
WoL What, amaz'd 
M my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 
\ great man should decline ?. Nay, an you weep, 
I ani fallen indeed. 
Crom. How does your grace ? 
Wol. Why, well ; 
J^ever so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
[ know myself now ; and 1 feel within me 
k peace above all earthly dignities, 
k still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me,. 
\ humbly, thank hijs grace ; and from these shoulders, 
H Vol. Vn. 
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These rain'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden. 
Too heayy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom, 1 am glad, your grace has made that ri^t use aft 

WoL I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
fOut of a fortitude of soul 1 feel,) . 

To endure more miseries, and greater far, 1 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 4 

What news abroad ? ' 

* Crom. The heaviest, and the worst, 
Is your displeasure with the king. 

WoL God bless him ! 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosea 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's somewhat sudden : * 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness' favour, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings, - 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em !^ 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome,^ 
Install'd lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

WoL That's news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

WoL There was the weight that puU'd me down. O Crom 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories [well 

In that one woman 1 have lost for ever : 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master. Seek the king ; 
That sun, 1 pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
ri know his noble nature,) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Good Cromwell, j 

f 31 The cfaaoceUor is the general guardian »f orphans. ^4amk •f Umnii^nn 
tank JOBNSOV. *» ^ «- -— f-v 
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^ect him not : make use now/ and provide 

»r thine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord, 

oat I then leave you ? must I needs forego 

good, 80 noble, and so true a master ? 
vxr witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 
ith what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
le king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
T ever, and for ever, shall be your's. 
Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
all my miseries ; but thou hast fbrcM me 
It of ihj honest truth to play the woman, 
t's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
kd, — ^when I am forgotten, as 1 shall be ; 
id sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
' me more must be heard of, — say, I taught thee, 
jr, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory, 
(d sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
und thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 
sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 
urk but my fall, and that that ruinM me. 
omwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 

that sin fell the angels, how can man then, 
le image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
ve thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee :* 
rmption wins not more than honesty. 
11 in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
» silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
t all the ends, thou aim'st at, be thy country's, 

1 L «. Kalw iatervst STEEVENS. 

•j Tbouc^ this be good divinity, and an admirable precept for our conduct in 
ate life, it was never calculated or designed for the magistrate or public minister. 
coidd tikis be tlie direction of a roan experienced in aflairs to Iiis pupiL It would 
It a good cliristian, but a very ill and very unjust statesman. And we have 
line so infamous in tradition, as thesumosed advice given to one of our kings, 
teruh kii meima, and be in no pain for his fi-iends. 1 am of opinion the poet 

•~— ~clierisb those hearts that wait thee : 
ia, thy dependants. For the contrary practice had contributed to Wolsey's ruin. 
vas not careful enough in making dependants by his lK>unty, while intent in 
srins wealth to Umself. The following line seems to confirm this correction : 
uption tains net more than honesty. That is. You will never find men won over 
Dm* temporary ocoisions by bribery, so useful to you as friends made by a just 
feneroos munificence.' WARBURTON. 

sm unwilling wantonly to contradict so ingenious a iremark, but that the readei 
- not be misled, and believe the emendation proposed to be necessary, he should 
ember that this is not a time for Wolsey to speak only as a statesnumj but as a 
timm. Shakespeare would have debased tlie character, just when he was em* 

&liis strongest efforts to raise it. Imd he drawn it otherwise. Nothuig makes 
■ of disgrace more irlisome, tnan tlw reflectkm, that we tiave been deaf to 
m of reconciliation, and perpetuated that emoltf wUck ire tdlV^ \an« cntw 
tdlntofriendsbiih STEEVENB. 
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Thy God's, and truth's ; then if thou fall'st, O Cn 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 

And, — pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromweli, 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have lefl me naked to mine enemies.' 

Crom, Good sir, have patience. 

WoL So I have. Farewell 
The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^5 street in Westminster. Enter two G 

meeting, 

1 Gen, You are well met once again. 

2 Gen. And so are you. 

1 Gen. You come to take your stand here, and behi 
The lady Anne pass from her coronation ? 

2 Gen. 'Tis all my business. At our last encounter^ 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gen. 'Tis very true : but that time offered sorrow 
This, general joy. 

2 Gen. 'Tis well : The citizens, 
I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds ; ^ 
As, let them have their rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with sliows, 
Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Gen. Never greater, 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. 

2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Gen. Yes ; 'tis the list < 

Of those, that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. 

J 5] This sentence was really uttered by Wolsey. JOHNSON. , 

Lntooio Perez, the favourite of Philip XL of Spain made the same psUieUe eonh 
plaint : " Mon zele etoit si grand vers ces benirnes paissanoes pa conr <le TVtaJ 
que si j'en eusse seu autant pour Dieu, je ne doiAte point quil ne m^ent deia reetfi^ 
penstdesonparadis." M ALONE. 

Tbig was a strange sentence for Wolsey to utter, who waa disgraced fiir Ibe hmrt 
treachery to his king in the affakr oC l^e di^woa-. \f<g0k W Annn \am v^tMOOf^K^ 
•Qdearour to palliate their criraes even to tYiexateV«e%. '!lLhaQ'&. 
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ke duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 

O be high steward : next, the duke of Norfolk, 

X*o be earl marshal ; you may read the rest. 

2 Gen, I thank you, sir ; had I not known those customs, 

I should have been beholden to your paper. 

feiit, I beseech you, what's become of Katharine, 

The princess-dowager ? how goes her business ? 

1 Gen. That I can tell you too. The archbishop 
NDf Canterbury, accompanied with other 
X«eanied and reverend fathers of his order, 

cleld a late court a Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appeared not : 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
^he king's late scruple, by the main assent 
C\all these learned men she was divorc'd, 
Ami the late marriage made of none effect : 
Since which, she was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now, sick. 

2 Gen. Alas, good lady ! — [Trumpets, 
The trumpets sound : stand close, the queen is coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 

A lively flourish of Trumpets ; then, enter 

1 Two Judges, 

2 Lord Oiancellor, with the purse and mace before him, 

3 Choristers singing, [Music. 

4 Mayor of London, bearing the mace,. Then Garter, in 
his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown. 

5 Marquis Dorset, bearing a sceptre of gold, on his head 
a demi'Coronal of gold. With him, the Edrl o/* Surrey, 
hearing the rod of silver with the dove, cr^ywn^d with an 
earVs coronet. Collars of SS. 

t> Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet on his 
head, bearing a long white wand, as high-steward. With 
him, the duke o/" Norfolk, with the rod of m^arshalship, 
a coronet on his head. Collars of SS. 

7 A canopy borne by four of the dlkque-Poris ; under it. 
The ^ueen in her robe ; in her hair richly adorned with 
pearl, crowned. On each side of her, the Bishops of Lon- 
don and Winchester. 

8 The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, 
wrought Tmth flowers, bearing the Queen'' strain, 

.9 Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of gold, 
without flowers. 
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2 Gen. A royal train, believe me.— These I know 
Who's that, that bears the sceptre ? 

1 Gen, Marquis Dorset : 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gen. A bold brave gentleman : And that should be 
The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gen. 'Tis the same ; high-steward. 

2 Gen. And that my lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gen. Yes. 

2 Gen. Heaven bless thee ! [Looking on the Q^huHk 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 
Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms. 
And more, and richer, when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gen, They, that bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports. 

2 Gen, Those men are happy ; and so are all, an 

near her. 
f take it, she that carries up the train. 
Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gen. It is ; and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Gen. Their coronets say so. These are stars, indeed ; ,] 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 

1 Gen. No more of that. [Exit Procession^ wiA S 

great flourish of 2ViifnfM(f» 

Enter a third Gentleman. 
God save you^sir ! Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gen. Among the crowd i'the abbey ; where a ODfei 
Could not be wedg'd in more ; and I am stifled 

With the mere rankness of their joy. 

2 Gen. You saw 
The ceremony ? 

3 Gen. That I did. 

1 Gen. How was it ? 

3 Cren. Well wort! the seeing. 

2 Gen. Good sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off 

A distance from her ; while her grace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so, 
)b a nch chair of state, opposing freely. 
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nbe beauty of her person to the people. 
»elieye me, fiir, she is the goodliest woman 
that ever laj by man : which when the people 
tiad the full view of, such a noise arose 
hs the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 
^ loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
ri)oublets, I think,) flew up ; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
( never saw before. Great-betlied women, 
fhat had not half a week to go, like rams 
tn the old time of war,* would shake the press. 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say. This is my wife^ there ; all were woven - 
So strangely in one pijpce. 

2 Crent. But, 'pray, what foUow'd ? 

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with modest pace 
Came to the altar ; where she kneel'd, and, saint-like, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rose again, and bowM her to the people : 

"When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir, 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, 
And with the same full state pac'd back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gen. Sir, you 

Must no more call it York-place, that is past : 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost ; 
'Tis now the king's, and call'd— Whitehall. 

3 Gen. I know it ; 
But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gen. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of the queen ? 

3 Gen. Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one of Winchester, 
rNewIy preferr'd from the king's secretary,) 

The other, London. 

2 Gen. He of Winchester 
Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

[1] Tlmt i% ]ike Imtteiing nam, JOflUf 9011. 
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3 Gen , All the land knows that : 
However, yet there's no great breach ; when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gen, Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell ; ii:, 
A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. The king — f 
Has made him master of the jewel-house, 
And one, already, of the privy -council. 

2 Gen, He will deserve more. 

3 Gen, Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests j 
Something I can command. As I ^falk thither, 
I'll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us, sir. [ElxeunL 

SCENE II«. 
Kimholion. Enter Katharine, Dowager^ sick ; led betwen 

Griffith and Patience. 

Grif, How does your grace ? 

Kath, O, Griffith, sick to death : 
My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden : — Reach a chair ;— 
So, — now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'st me. 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? ! 

Grif, Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, * I 

Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Kath. Pr'3rthee, good Griffith, tell me how he died : 
If well, he stepp'd before me, happily,* 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 
For ailer the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 

iAs a man sorely tainted,) to his answer, 
le fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 
He could not sit his mule. 
KcUh. Alas, poor man ! 
Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 



(2] This scene is above any other part of Shakespeare's tragedUes, aad 
aboTe any scene of any other poet, tender and pathetic, without godta, or flntai^ Of 

Soisoos. or precipices, without thelielp of romantic circumstances, wiiaoutlaqpntakr 
le sallies of poetical lamentation, and without any throes of tumnKiioua miaenr. 
^ J OHNSOM. 

[9/ H^ppUy seems to mean on tUk occKAonf-^CTttftoenlwrt^ l«|ll> WCSK?BNBi 
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_ d in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With aU his convent, hononrablj receiv'd him ; 
To whom he gave these words, — O father abbot ^ 
An old man, broken with the storms of state ^ 
- it eemt to lay his weary bones among ye ; 
Give him a little earth for charity ! 
;8o went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
mirsu'd him still ; and, three nights afler this, 
rAbout the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be Ms last,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
Re gave hb honours to the world again. 
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 
. 'Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on himi 
.Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him. 
And yet with charity ,-^He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach,^ ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by su^estion 
T^M all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : I' the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double. 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never» 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill,' and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif Noble madam. 
Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith ; 
I were malicious else. 

Grif This cardinal. 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honour. From his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfy'd in getting. 



j 41 That is, of unbounded pndle, or AoufAeinetfc " 8TEEVENS. . , , . 
fS] A criminal connexion with women wm ancientlj called the ^^^^ZJff^^ 

IS \0L. VIL Yl% 
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(Which was a sin,) jet in bestowing, madam, 

He was most princely : Ever witness for him 

Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 

Ipswich, and Oxford ! one of which fell with him^ 

Unwilhng to outlive the good that did it ; 

The other, though unfinished, yet so famous. 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age | f^ 

Than man could give him, he died, i^aring God. 

KcUh. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living actions, ih 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 
With thy religious truth, and modesty. 
Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him !— 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 
I have not long to trouble thee. — Good Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I nam'd my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music. 

Grif. She is asleep : Good wench, let's sit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

'fhe vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after another, six person- 
ages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads g^ancb of ba^^ 'l. 
and golden vizards on their faces ; branches of Mtys, or palm, in i 
their hands. They first congee unto her, then dance ; and, at cer- L 
tain changes, the first two liold a spare garland over her head ; \} 
at which, the other four make reverend coort'sies ; then the two, \ ^ 
that held the garland, deliver the same to the other next two, Who i j 
observe the same order in their changes, and holding the wiAxDA 
over her head : which done, they deliver the same gariandto the I 
last two, who likewise observe the same order: at which, (as it i 
Were by inspiration,) she makes in her sleep signs of rejoicing* ^. 
and holdeth up her hands to heaven : and so in their dancing they \ 
vanish, carrying the garland with them. The music continnef. 

Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye ? are ye all gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

Grif, Madam, we are here. 

Kath, It is not you I call for : 
Saw ye none enter, since I aVeplI 
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Grif, None, madam. 

KoOh. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun « 
They promised me eternal happiness ; 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall, 
Assuredly. 

Grif, I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath. Bid the music leave. 
They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music ceaui, 

Pat, Do you note, 
How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden ? 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes i 
Grif, She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 
Pat, Heaven contort her ! 

Enter a Messenger, 
Mes, An't like your grace, — 
KcUh, You are a saucy fellow : 
Deserve we no more reverence ? 

Chrif, You are to blame. 
Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness, 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel. 
~ Mes. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon ; 
My hslste made me unmannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. - 

Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith : but this fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. [Exe, Griff, and Mei, 

Re-enter Griffith, wi^A Capucius. 
If my sight fail not. 

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor. 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 
Kath. O my lord> 
The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray yoti, 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap, Noble lady. 
First mine own service to your grace ; the next. 
The king's request that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends yoii his princely commendattonft. 
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And heartily entreats you take good comfort 

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late ; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle physic, given in time, had curM me ; 
But now I am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath, So may he ever do ! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the^kingdom ! — ^Patience, is that letter, 
I caus'd you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat. No, madam. [Crtving it to KATBARnrc 

Kath. Sir, I most humbly p. ay you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cbp. Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which I have conunended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter ;-* 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ! — 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding ; 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 
1 hope, she will deserve well ;) and a little 
To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women,'i;hat so long 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve. 
For virtue, and true beau^ of the soul, 
For honesty, and decent carriage, 
A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 
And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 
The last is, for my men ; — they are the poorest. 
But poverty could never draw them from me ; — 
That they may have their wages duly paid them. 
And something over to remember me by ; 
If heaven had pieas'd to have given me longer life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
These are the whole contents : — And, good my lord. 
By that you love the dearest in this world, 
As you wish christian peace to souls departed. 
Stand these poor people^s friend, and urge the kii^ 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; " 



f 
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Or let me lose the fiushion of a man ! 

KoA. 1 tbank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In aU humility unto his highness : 
Ss^, his long trouble now is passing 
Oat of this world ; tell him, in death I bless'd him, 
For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — Farewell, 
My lord. — Griffith, farewell. — Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 
Call in more women. — ^When I am dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour ; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me. 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 
I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Katharine. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A Gallery in the Palace. Enter Gardiner 
Bishop of Winchester, a Page with a torch before him^ 
met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Gar. It's t)ne o'clock, boy, is't not ? 

Boy. It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities, 
Not for delights f times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times.— Good hour of night, sir Thomas ! 
Whither so late ? 

Lav. Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar, I did, sir Thomas ; and lefl him at primero* 
With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lov, I must to him too. 
Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell. What's the matter ? 
It seems, your are in haste ; an if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business :® Affairs, that walk 
(As, they say, spirits do) 4it midnight, have 

' [7] Gardiner hiauelf is not much delighted. The delight at which he hlsts, seems 
to be the king^ diversion, . which keeps him in attendance. JOHNSON. 

[8] Primero and Primavi5fa, two nimet at cards, H. I. Prtmero, PrimaviHa. La 
Pi-tmiere, G. Prime, f. Prime veue. Primum, et primum visum, that is, first, and finti 
seen : because he that can show such an order of cards first, wins the g«ne* GREY- 

(9) Some bint of the business that Iteepsyuaswakie so late. JOIINSON. 
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Id them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Loru, My lord, I love you ; 
And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour, 
They sav, in great extremity ; and fearM, 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit she goes' with, 
I pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and lire : but for the stock, sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb'd up now. 

Lov, Methinks, I could 
Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Qar, But, sir, sir, 

Hear me, sir Thomas : You are a gentleman 

Of mine own way ;* I know you wise, religious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, — 
'Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me. 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she. 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov, Now, sir, you speak of two 
The most remark'd i'th' kingdom. As for Cromwell, — 
Beside that of the jewel-hovse, he's made master 
O'the rolls, and the king's secretary ; further, sir. 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments,* 
With which the time will load him. The archbishop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue ; and who dare speak 
One syllable against him ? 

Gar. Yes, yes, sir Thomas, 
There are that dare ; and I myself have ventur'd 
To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day. 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o'the council, that he is, 
^For so I know he is, they know he is,) 
A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they mored, 
Have broken with the king ;' who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath commanded^ 

M Mine own opinion in religioa JOHNSON. 
A^i[^«<'& '' tl>« Pnctiwd metibod, the K«^ lOBSlSON. 
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To morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented.^ He's a rank weed, sir Thomaa, 
And we mast root him out. From your affairs 
I binder you too long ; good night, sir Thomas. 

[Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 
Loy. Many good nights, my lord ; I rest your servant. 

Am Lovezx is going otUf enter the King^ and the Duke of Suffolk. 

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

K. Hen. But little, Charles ; 
Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lov, I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her womiyi 
I sent your message ; who return'd her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

K. Hen. What say'st thou ? ha I 
To pray for her ! what, is she crying out ? 

Lov. So said her woman ; and that her sufferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

K. Hen. Alas, good lady ! 

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your hightiess with an heir ! 

K. Hen^ 'Tls midnight, Charles, 
Pr'jrthee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must think of that; which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

Suf. I wish your highness 
A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K. Hen. Charles, good night. — [Exit Suffolk. 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 
Well, sir, what follows ? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 
As you commanded me. 

K.Hen. Ha! Canterbury? 

Den. Ay, my good lord. ■:, 

K. Hen. 'Tis true : Where is he, Denny ? V 

Den. He attends your highness' pleasure. 

(4} Cmmtni^ ik ramiDoaed, convened. STEEV£1(&. 
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K. Hen, Bring him to as. [Eant Devhy, 

Lcyv. This is about that which the bishop spake ; 
I am happily come hither. lAside 

Re-enter Dennt, with Cranmer. 

K. Hen, Aroid the gallery. [Lovell seems to stay. 

Ha ! — I have said. — Begone. 
What ! — [Exeunt Lovell and Dennt. 

Cran. 1 am fearful : — ^Wherefore frowns he thus ? , 

'Tis his aspect of terror. AlPs not well. 

K, Hen. How now, my lord ? You do desire to know 
Wherefore I sent for you. .1 

Cran, It is my duty, 
To attend your highness' pleasure. 

K, Hen. 'Pray you, arise, 
My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and 1 must walk a turn together ; 
I have news to tell you ; Come, come, give me yonr hand 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 
I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my Ioi*d, 
Grievous complaints of you ; which, being consider'd; 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you shaD 
This morning come before us ; where, I know. 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself. 
But that, till further trial, in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower : You a brother of us/ 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your highness ; 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff- 
And corn shall fly asunder : for, I know, 
There's none stands under more calumnious tongues, 
Than I myself, poor man. 

K. Hen, Stand up, good Canterbury ; 
Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend : Give me thy hand, stand up ; 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame. 
What manner of man are you ? My lord, I look'd 

■ I I in— i» <| I 

fSJ You bting oae of the council, it is Deoeasary to imprisoD you, that tibeittt' 
iMwwA^Biiifljrouiiiaj not be deterred. lOGrasoiSl. 
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YoQ would haTegiven me your petition, that 
1 should have ta^en some pains to bring together 
Tourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you 
Without indurance,^ further. 

Cran. Most dread liege, 
The good I stand on^ is my truth, and honesty ; 
If they shall fail, 1, with mine enemies, 
Will triumph o'er my person ; which 1 weigh not. 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

K, Hen, Know you not how 
Your state stands I'the world, with the whole world ! 
Your enemies 

Are many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion : and not ever 
The justice and the' truth o'the question carries 
The due o'the verdict with it : At what ease 
Mi^t corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you ? such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck,* 
I mean, in perjurM witness, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to ; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 

Cran, God, and your majesty. 
Protect mine innocence, or 1 fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

K. Hen. Be of good cheer ; 
They shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning dee 
You do appear before them ; if they shall chance. 
In charging you with matters, to commit you. 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — ^Look, the good man weeps I 

rei Induranee, that is coafinemekt JOHNSON. 

[7] Though good may be taken for advantage or iuperiorUyt or any tUng whMb 
any help or sapport, yet it would, I thinl^ be more natural to say : 

The ground I sUnd on JOHNSON. 

n is to eAtnAr, to imagine, Thoi 
our andeat writers. ST££VENS. 



[fQ To wun is to thinks to mafttM^ Though now obsolete, the word was commoa 
loan 
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He's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother ! 

I swear, he is true-hearted ; and a soul 

None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone. 

And do as I have bid you. — [£xt^ CftANiat. 

He has strangled 

His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gen, [Within,] Come back ; what mean you ? 

Lady, rU not come back ; the tidings that I bring ^ 
Will make my boldness manners.— -Now, good angels 1 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! \l 

K, Hen, Now, by thy looks 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliyer'd ? 1^ 

Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

iady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 
And of a lovely boy : The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — 'tis a girl. 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen I 

Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger ; 'tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K, Hen, Lovell, — 

Enter Lovell. 

LoD, Sir. 

K, Hen, Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the queen. 

[ExUKing. 

Lady, An hundred marks ! By this light, I'll have more. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
I will have more, or scold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 
I will have more, or else unsay't ; and now 
While it is hot, I'll pxit it to the issue. [Extymi> 

SCENE 11. 

fjohhy before the Council-chamber, Enter CrankeIi ; Set' 

vants^ Door-keeper, ^c, attending, 

Cran, I hope, 1 am not too late ; and yet the gentlemaD| 
That was sent to me from the council, pray'd me 
To make great haste. All fast ? what means this ?-^Hoa ! 
Who waits there ?— Sure, you know me ? 

D, Keep, Yes, my lord ; 
But yet 1 cannot help you. 

Cran, Why? 

D, Keep. Your grace must wait, till you be call'd for. 
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Enter Doctor Butts. 
>. So. 

r. This is a piece of malice. I am fjM, ^ 

this way so happily : The king 
nderstand it presently. [Exit Bvtts. 

. [Aside.] 'Tis Butts, 
ng's physician ; As he past along, 
irnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! - 

Bayen, he sound not my disgrace ! For certain, 
of purpose lay'd, by some that hate me, 
irn their hearts ! I never sought their maUce,) 
tnch mine honour : they would shame to make me 
ise at door ; a fellow counsellor, 
boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures 
e fulfil'd, and I attend with patience. 
itery at a rvindow above, the King and Butts.* 
. ril show your grace the strangest sight»—- 
en. What's that. Butts ? 
'. I think, your highness saw this many a day* 
!en. Body o'me, where is it ? 
\. There, my lord : 

gh promotion of his grace of Canterbury'; 
}ld8 his state at door, 'niongst pursuirants, 
and footboys. 
fen. Ha ! 'Tis he, indeed : 
the honour they do one another ? 
dl, there's one above them yet. I had thought, 
lad parted so much honesty among them, 
st, good manners,) as not thus to suffer 
of his place, and so near our favour, 
ce attendance on their lordships' pleasures, 
the door too, like a post with packets. 
f Mary, Butts, there's knavery : 
tm alone, and draw the curtain close ; 
dl hear more anon. — [Elxeunt. 

THE COUNCIL-CHAMBER. 

he Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Svffolk, Earl of 
LEY, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and Cromwell. 
C^anceUor places himself at the upper end of the table 

smpicious viffilance of our anoeston contrived windows whidi oYeriooheO 
» of dwpeto, liaUs, kitchens, puiages, kc Some of these convenient 
; may still be found in colleges, and snch ancient houses as have not suf- 
k the reformaUons of modern architecture. Without a prerions lraowiad|e 
com, Shakespeare's sceneiy, in the present instance, wo^ibeotaomw 
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on the left hand ; a seat being left void above him^ as for 

the Archbishop of Canterbury. The rest seat ^msehes tn 

order on each side, Cromwell at the lower end, as le- 

cretary. 

Oian^ Speak to the business, master secretary : 
Why are we met in council ? 

Crom, Please your honours, 
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? ! 

Crom, Yes. I 

JVor, Who waits there ? I' 

D. Keep, Without, my noble lords ? t 

Gar, Yes. 

D, Keep. My lord archbishop ; 
And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the CouncU-tablt 

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : But we all are men, 
in our own natures frail ; and capable t 

Of our flesh, few are angels :* out of which frailty, | 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us, <l 
Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling j 

The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chaplains, ' 
(For so we are inform'd,) with new opinions. 
Divers, and dangerous ; which are heresies. 
And, not reformed, may prove pernicious. 

Gar, Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords : for those, that tame wild horses. 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle ; ' 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and spur them. 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness, and childish pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious sickness. 
Farewell, all physic : And what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours, 
The upper Germany,' can dearly witness. 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

f 1] F«w are perfect while they remain in theirnioriai capaciQr. STEEVEK6. 
[2] Anudin?to the heresy of Thomas Muntzer, which spruns up inSomiT in the 
yeanisai and 1522. GllKY. «-«.«- -- 



I 
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Crmu My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
^i Both of my l^e and office, I have laboured, 
I And with no little study, that my teaching, 
r ^nd the strong course of my authority, 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living 
(I speak it with a single heart,' my lords,) 
A man, that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience, and his place, 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 
Tray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With* less allegiance in it ! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment. 
Dare bite the best. 1 do beseech your lordships. 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Sm/". Nay, my lord. 
That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar. Mv lord, because we have business of more. . 
moment. % 

We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness' pleasure, 
And our consent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower ; 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank you, 
You are always my good friend ; if you will pass, 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so merciful : I see your end, 
'Tis my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 
Win straying souls with modesty again. 
Cast none away. That 1 shall clear myself, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do conscience, 
In doing daily wrongs. 1 could say more. 
But reverence to your calling makes me, modest. 

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 

[S\ A heart void of duplici^ or guile. UALOKE. It is a scriptural ezpret- 
sion. 9ee Acta il. 4ii. REED. 
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That's the plain troth ; your painted gloss discoTers/' 
To men that understand you^ words and weakness. 

Cram. My lord of Winchester, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 
fu>wever faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty, (^ 

To load a faUing man. i J 

Gar. Good master secretary, 
1 cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst > 

Of all this table, say so. T, 

Crom. Why, my lord ? T 

Gar. Do not 1 know you for a favourer ; 

Of this new sect ? ye are not sound. I' 

Crom. Not sound ? | 

Gar. Not sound, I say. [ 

Crom. 'Would you were half so honest ! ^ 

Men's prayers then would seek you, not thei^ fears. 

Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do. 
Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much ; 
Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Crom. And T. 

Cham. Then thus for you, my lord, — It stands agreed, 
1 take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner ; 
There to remain, till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy. 
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gard. What other 
Would you expect ? You are strangely troublesome.— 
Let some o'the guard be ready there. 

Enter Cfuard, 

Cran. For me ? 
Must I go like a traitor thither ? 

Gard. Receive him, 
And see him safe i'the tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords, 
1 have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 
By virtue of that ring, 1 take my cause 

• [4] Those that ttnderstand yoa, under this painted flaos this fair ottttide, diaeoYtr 
your empty talk and your false reasonincr JOHNI^N. 
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It of the gripes of cniel men, and give it 

> a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Qiam^ This is the king's ring/ 

Stir. 'Tis no counterfeit 

Suf. 'Tis the right rin J, by heaven : I told ye all, 

len we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 

nrould fall upon ourselves. 

Yor. Do you think, my lords, 

e king will suffer but the little finger 

this man to be vex'd ? 

^m. 'Tis now too certain : 

w much more is his life in value with him ! 

ould I were fairly out on't. 

yTom, My mind gave me, 

seeking tales, and informations, 

linst this man, (whose honesty the devil 

1 his disciples only envy at,) 

blew the fire that bums ye : Now have at ye. 

Enter Kingy frowning on them ; takes his seat. 

lar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to 

heaven 
daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 
t only good and wise, but most religious : 
B that, in all obedience, makes the church 
e chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
at holy duty, out of dear respect, 
) rbyal self in judgment comes to hear 
e cause betwixt her and this great offender. 
C Hen, You were ever good at sudden commendations, 
hop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
hear such fiattery now, and in my presence ; 
ey are too thin and base to hide offences, 
me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel, 
I think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
, whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for, I am sure. 



It seems to bave been a custom^ begun probably in the dark ages, before 
lure was generally diffused, and before the regal power experienced the re< 
kts of law, for every monarch to have a ring, the temporary possession of 
li invested the holder with the same authority as the owner himself could exer- 

Tbe production of it was sufficient to suspend the execution of the law ; it 
ired indemnity for offences committed, and imposed acquiescence and submis- 
m whatever was done under its authority. Instances abound in the history of 
It every nation. See Procopiut de b<U. yandai. L. I. p. 15, as quoted in Fam- 
I's Mackiavelf Vol. I. p. 9. The traditional stoiy of the Earl of Essex, Queen 
beth, and the Countess of Nottingham, long considered as an incident of a 
aee, is generally known, and now as genenll^ credited. See Birch's Negotia- 
p. 20er REED. 
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Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. 

Good man, [To Cranmer.] sit down. Now let me 

the proudest 
He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee : 
By all that's holy, he had better starve, 
Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May it please your grace, 

K. Hen. No, sir, it does not please me. 
1 had thought, I had men of some understanding 
And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man. 
This good man, (few of you deserve that title,} 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are ? 
Why, what a shame was this ? Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him. 
Not as a groom ; There's some of ye, I see. 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have, while I live. 

Cham. Thus far. 
My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpoa'd 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If ther^ be faith in men,) meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
I am sure, in me. 

K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
Take him, and use him well ; he's worthy of it 
I will say thus much for him. If a prince 
May be beholden to a subject, 1 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 
Be friends, for shame, my lords. — My lord of Canterbury, 
I have a suit which you must not deny me ; ' 

That is, a fair youug maid that yet wants baptism, 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour ; How may 1 deserve it. 
That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

K. Hen, Come, come, my lord, you'd spare your flpoons;'* 
You shall have 

[6] It was the custom, long before the time of Shakeipeare, for the ^onwn at 
cbristenioff, to offer gilt spoons as a present to the child. These fpooof w«n calM 
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wo noble partneFS with yon ; the old dnchesi of Norfolk, 

nd ladty marquis Dorset ; Will these please you ? 

nee more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 

Dubrace, and loye this man. 

Gar. With a tme heart, 

tid brother-loye, I do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 

'itness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears shew thy true 

he common voice, I see, is verified [heart. 

r thee, which says thus, To my lord of Canterbury 

shrewd tum^ and he is your friend for ever. — 

>me, lords, we trifle time away ; I long . 

have this young one made a christian. 

1 I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

} I grow stronger, you more honour gain. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 
ke Palace Yard. Koise and tumult within : Enter Porter 

and his Man. 
Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals : Do 
>u take the court for Paris -garden ?^ ye rude slaves. 
ave your gaping.^ 

Within. Good master porter, I belong to the larder. 
Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, you rogue : 
this a place to roar in ? — Fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
ives^ and strong ones ; these are but switches to them. — 
!1 scratch your heads : You must be seeing christenings ? 
you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals ? 
Man^ Pray, sir, be patient ; 'tis as much impossible 
Jnless we sweep them from the door with cannons,) 

scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep 

1 May-day morning ;• which will never be : 

e may as well push against Paul's, as stir them. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 



«(/< jpooiu. because the figures of the apostles were carved on the top« of the 

idlss. Sneb as were at once opulent and generous, gave the whole twelve ; those 

3 were eUber niore moderately rich or liberal, escaped at the expence of the 

r evangelists ; or even sometimes contented Uiemselves with presenting one 

im &aiyt wbiai exhibited the figure of any saint, in hcmour of ^hom the child 

sivedits name. STEEVENS. 

3] The bear-earden of that time. JOHNSON. 

f] ^SCy—uat is, shouting or roaring ] a sense which this word has now almost 

. ReEIK Such being one of the ancient senses of tlie verb—toffope, per 

ttbe ** gaping pig" mentioned by Bhylock in The MMrehant o/'Psntce, has 
wito been midnteipreted. STEEVENS. 

n It was anciently the custom for all ranks of people to go out a nutytng on th<; 
I of May. STEEVENS. 

13 Vol. VIL I 
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Man. Alafl, I know not ; How gets the tide in ? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute, 
L made no spare, sir. 

Port, You did nothing, sir. 

Man, I am not Sampson, nor sir Guy, nor €olbrandy4|^ 
to mow them down before mc : but, if 1 spared any, that 
had a head to hit, either young or old, he or she, cuckoU 
or cuckold-maker, let me never hope to 'see a chine [-- 
again ; and that I would not for a cow, God save her. 

Within. Do you hear, master porter ? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master puppj. 
— ^Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

Port. What should you do, but knock them down bj 
the dozens ? Is this Moorfields to muster in ?^ or have 
we some strange Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women so besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry of forni- 
cation is at the door ! On my christian conscience, this 
one christening will beget a thousand ; here will be &- j 
ther, god-father, and all togetlier. \ 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There is afel- ; 
low somewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by hifl f 
face ;• for, o'my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now \ 
reign in's nose ; all that stand about him are under the i 
line, they need no other penance. That fire-drake' did 1 1 
hit three times on the head, and three times was his noee f 
discharg'd against me ; he stands there, like a mortar- I 
piece, to blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of I 
small wit near him, that railed upon mc till her pink'd I 
porringer fell off her head, for kindling suclta combus- \ 
tion in the state. I missM the meteor once, aad hit that jj 
woman, who cry'd out, clubs I^ when I might see from I 
far some forty truncheoneers draw to her succour, which ^ 
were the hope of the Strand, where she was quartered. 

[9] Of Quy qf Wanoide every one has heard. Colbrmid was tho Danish f iant 
whom G117 subdued at Winchester. Their combat is veiy elabomteljr described hj 
Drayton, in his Polyolhion. JOHNSON. / 

[ij The train-boods of the city were exercised in Moorfidds. JOHNSON. | 

[2] A brazier signifies a man that manufactures brass, and a tmervtAr ior ehaitosl 
ocosionally heated tn convey warmth. Both these senses are understood. JOpNB. 

[3] AJirt-drake is thus described by Bullokar, 1616 : •* Firedraksj A jSrv aomeCiiBSS 
seen Hyrng in the night, lilie a dragon. Common people think it a spim tbat keepeth i 
some treasure hid } but philosophers affirme it to be a mat unequal scAalirfiM, fai- < 
llamed betweene two clouds, the one hot, the other om, which is the tmmm tut it 
also smoketh ; the middle part whereof according to the proportion of Um hst 
doud, being greater than the rest maketh it seem like a belliei and bo0i endi like lo 
m head and UUe." MALONE. ^_^ ,_^ 

[i] The outcry for auistance^ upon any quarrel or tumult WHAILET. 
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They fell on ; I made good my place ; at length they 
bame to the broomstaff with me, I defied them still ; 
nrhen suddenly a file of boys behind them, loose shot, de- 
livered such a shower of pebbles, that 1 was fain to draw 
mine honour in, and let them win the work : The devil 
was amongst them, 1 think, surely. 

Port, These are the youths that thunder fit a play- 
house, and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience, but 
the Tribulation of Tower-Hill,* or the limbs of Lime- 
house, their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have 
some of them in Limbo Patrum,^ and there they are like 
to dance these three days ; besides the running banquet 
of two beadles,^ that is to come. 

Enter the luordCliamherlain, 

Otam, Mercy o'me, what a multitude arc here ! 
They grow still too, from .ill parts they are coming. 
As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these porters. 
These lazy knaves ? — Ye have made a fine hand, fellows. 
There's a trim rabble let in : Are all these 
Your faithful friends o'the suburbs ? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An't please your honour, 
We are but men ; and what so many may do, 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done ; 
Ad army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live. 
If the king blame me for't, I'll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect : You are lazy knaves ; 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards,® when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets sound : 
They are come already from the christening : 
Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or Til find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two months. 

Port. Make way there for the princess. 

Man. You great fellow, stand close up. or Til make 
your head ake. 

Port. You i'the camblet, get up o'the rail ; I'll pick 
yon o'er the pales else.^ [Exeunt. 

[51 I nispect this to have been a puritanical meetings-house. JOHNSON. 

161 He meaiu tn confinement. In limbo continues to be a cant phrase, in the same 
sense, at thia day. MALONE. m A pablic whippinj^. JOHNSON. 

[tn AiawtaiJisan aU-haml ; tn bau bumbards is to tipple* tu lie at the spigot. 
JOHInSON. [9] To ptdk U to pitch. MALONE. 
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SCENE IV. 
The Palace, Enter trumpets^ sounding ; then ivoo Aide 
Lord Mayor ^ Garter ^ Cranmer, Duke o/'Norfox.k^wAI 
hU marshal^ 8 stqff^, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bear' 
ing great standing bowh for the christening gifts ; (Aoi 
four noblemen bearing a canopy ^ under which die Duchm 
of Norfolk, godmother ^ bearing the child richly habited 
in a mantle, ^c. Train borne by a Lady : then follows (ht I - 
Marchioness of Dorset, the other godmother ^ and Ladies* j 
The troop pass once about the stage ^ and Garter speaks 

Gart, Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send pros- - 
perous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and migh' 
ty princess of England, Elizabeth ! 

Flourish. Enter King^ and Train* 

Cran. [Kneeling,] And to your royal grace, and the 
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray ; — [good queeo; 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye ! j 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop ; ^: 

What is her name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth. .J 

K. Hen. Stand up, lord. — [The King kisses the child. 4 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee ! 
Into whose hands I give thy life. ^ 

Cran. Amen. i 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too prodigal : 1 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, \ 

When she has so much English. 'I 

Cran. Let me speak, sir, \ 

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 1 

This royal infant, (heaven still move about her !) ^ 

Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings. 
Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 
TBut few now living can behold that goodness,) 
A pattern to all princes living with her. 
And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue. 
Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces, 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 
With all the virtues that attend the good. 
Shall still be doubled on tier : truth shall nurse her, 
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Holy and heavenly thoaghts still counsel her : 

She shall he lov'd and fearM : her own shall bless her : 

Her foei shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow. Good grows with her *■ 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 

Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 

The merry songs of peace to aU his neighboara : 

God shall be truly known ; and those about her 

From her shall read the perfect ways of honour. 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 

[Nor shall this peace sleep with her :* But as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself ; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness,) 

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour, 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 

And so stand fix'd : Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 

That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him ; 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 

His honour and the greatness of his name - 

Shall be, and make new nations : He shall flourish, 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the plains about him : — Our children's children 

Shall see this, and bless heaven.] 

K, Hen. Thou speakest wonders. 

Cran, She shall he, to the happiness of England. 
An aged "princess ; many days shall see her. 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
'Would I had known no more ! but she must die, 
She must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin. 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her. 

K. Hen. O lord archbishop, 
Thou hast made me now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did 1 get any thing : 
This oracle of comfort has so pleasM me, 
That, when I am in heaven, 1 shall desire 
To aee what this child does, and praise my Maker. — 
I thank ye all. — To you, my good lord mayor, 

rsi TbMB i»— to tti0 intcrrnpdon bj the kine, seem to have been iinerted fti 
fJm ArSd ofttie fli;, tto fl£»ce&n of i^ James. JOHNSON. 
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And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 

I have receiv'd much honour by your presence, 

And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords ; — 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye, 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 

He has business at his house ; for all shall stay, 

This little one shall make it holiday. {^Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 

'TIS ten to one, this plaj^can never please 

All that are here : Some come to take their ease, 

And sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear. 

We have frighted with our trumpets ; so, 'tis clear, 

They'll say, 'tis naught : Others, to hear the city 

AbusM extremely, and to crj^ — Thafs witty ! 

Which we have not done neither : that, I fear, 

All the expected good we are like to hear 

For this play at this time, is only in 

The merciful construction of good women ; 

For such a one we show'd them f If they smile, 

And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 

All the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap. 

If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap.* 

[3] Though it is very difficult to decide whetlier short pieces be geooine <Mr spu- 
rious, yet I cannot restrain myself from expressing my suspicion that neither the 
prologue nor epilogue to this play is the worit or Sfaiakespeare ; non vuUtM, non 
eolor. It appears to me very likely that they were sum>Ued by the friendship or 
oflkiousness of Jonsou, whose manner they will be found exactly to resemblr. 
There is yet another supposition possible : the prologue and ef^ogue mdy have been 
written after Shakespeare's departure from Uie stage, upon some accidental revival 
of the play, and there will then be reason for imagining that the writer, whoever he 
was, intended no great kindness to him, this play being recommended by a subtle 
and covert censure of his other works. There is, in Shakespeare, so much of fMt 
mndjigkti 

« the fellow, 

** In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow,** 
appears so often in his drama, that 1 think it not very likely that he would have 
uumadverted so severely on himself. All this, however, must be received as serr 
dubious, since we know not the exact date of this or the other plays, and cannot tell 
how our author might have changed his practice or opinions. JOHNSON. 

[4] The historical dramas are now concluded, of wmch die two parta of Hetvry IF*. 
and Htnry V. are among the happiest of our author^ compodtions ; and Kii^g JaAn, 
Richard Me TAtrd, and //enrwF///. deservedly stand in the second class. Those 
whose curiosity would refer the historical scenes to their original, may coosolt 
Holinshed, and sometimes Hall : from Holinshed Shakespeare has often inserted 
whole speeches, ^th no more alteration than was necessary to the numben of Us 
verse. To transcribe them into the margin was unnecessair, because the oiirinal Is 
easily examined, and they are seldom leas perspicuous in the poet than in the 
historian. To play histories, or to exhibit a succession of events hy actkM and 
dUoflnie, was a common entertainment among oar rude ancestors obod gnat 
festivities. The parish clerks once performed at ClerkenweU a ptay wMdi lasted 
three days, containing 7Ae fltitory of ih» fFtrUL JOHNSON. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 






» THE tragedy of Coriolanus is one of the most amusing 

tour author's performances. The old man's merriment 
Mencnius ; the lofly lady's dignity in Volumnia ; the 
idal modesty in Virgilia ; the patrician and militarv 
fcl]ghtine9S in Coriolanus ; the pleheian malignity and tn- 
nitian insolence in Brutus and Sicinius, make a very 
gideasing and interesting variety ; and the various revolu- 
tions of the hero's fortune fill the mind with anxious cu» 
oriosity. There is, perhaps, too much bustle in the first 
act, and too little in the last. Johnson. 

The whole history is exactly followed, and many of 
the principal speeches exactly copied from the life of 
Coriolanus in Plutarch. Pope. 

Of this play, there is no edition before that of the 
players, in folio, in 1623. Johnson. 

This play I conjecture to have been written in the 
year 160.9. It comprehends a period of about four years, 
commencing with the secession to the Mons Sacer in the 
year of Rome, 262, and ending with the death of Corio- 
lanus, A. U, C. 266. Malone. 

Vol. VII. 12 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus, a noble Roman, 

CoMilwt^^'"'''' ig^rah against the VoUciam. 

Menenius Agrippa, friend to Coriolanus, 

SiciNics Velutus. J .J J. ^^ , 

Junius Brutus, J j r r 

Young Marcius, son to Coriolanus, 

j9 Roman herald, 

TuLLUs AuFiDius, general of the VoUcians, 

Lieutenant to Aufidtus, 

Conspirators with AufidiuSf 

A Citizen of Antium, 

Two Folscian Guards, 

VoLUMiriA, mother to Coriolanus. 
ViRoiLiA, wife to Coriolanus, 
Valeria, friend to Virgilia, 
Oendewoman, attending Virgilia, 

Roman and Folscian Senators, Patricians, Mdiles, Lid 
Soldiers, Citizens, Messengers, Servants to Aufidius, 
other Attendants, 

SCENE, partly in Rome ; and partly in the Territorie 

the Volscians and Antiaies. 
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CORIOLANUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— JRotne. A Street, Enter a Company of mw- 
tinous Citizens, with staves, clubs, and other weapons, 

1 Citizen, 

tJEFORE we proceed any further, hear me speak. 

Cits. Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once. 

1 Cit. loa are all resolved rather to die, than to famish? 

Cits. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit. First you know, Caius Marcius is chief enemy 
10 the people. 

Cits, We knowU, we knowH. 

1 CHt, Let OS kill him, and we'll have corn at our own 
price. Is't a verdict ? 

Cits. No more talking onU ; let it be done : away, away. 

2 Cit. One word, good citizens. 

1 at. We are accounted poor citizens ; the patricians^ 
good :* What authority surfeits on, would relieve us ; If 
they would yield us but the superfluity, while it were 
wholesome, we might guess, they relieved us humanely ; 
but they think, we are too dear :* the leanness that af- 
flicts us, the object of our misery, is as an inventory to 
particularize their abundance ; our sufierance is a gain 
to them. — ^Let us revenge this with our pikes,' ere we 
become rakes : for the gods know, I speak this in hun- 
ger for bread, not in thirst for revenge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed especially against Caius 
Marcius ? 

Cits. Against him first ; he's a very dog to the com- 
monalty. 

"1 

[31 It is plain tbat, in our author^s time, we had the proverb, as lean as a rake 
Oftnis proverb the original is obscure. Rake now sij^nifics a dissolute man, a mao 
worn out with disease and debauchery. Bat the signification i.s, I thinit, much more 
modem than the proverb. Rakel, in Islandicli, is said to mean a cur-dog, and thii 
was probably the first use among us of the word mke ; as lean as a rake is, therefore, 

as lean as a dog too worthless to be fed. JOHNSON. It may be so : and yet I 

believe the proverb, as lean as a rake., owes Its original simply to the thin taper form 
of tike instrument made use of by hay-makers. Js thin as a whipping-poit, is aiu 
other proverb of the same kind. St££V£NS. 



Oood is here used in the mercantile sense. FARMER. 
They think that the charge of maintaining us is more than we are worth. 

JOHNSON. 
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2 CiL Consider you what servicea he has done for hb 
country. 

1 Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give him good 
leport for't, but that he pays himself with being proud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit, I say unto you, what he hath done famously, he 
did it to that end : though sofl conscienc'd men can be' 
content to say, it was for his country, he did it to please j 
his mother, and to be partly proud ; which he is, evea | 
to the altitude of his virtue. j 

2 Cit, What he cannot help in his nature, you account 
a vice in him : You must in no way say, he is covetous. 

1 Cit, If I must not, I need not be barren of accusa- 
tions ; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire in repetition. 
[ShotUa withi7i,] What shouts are these ? The other 
side o'the city is risen : Why stay we prating here ? to 
the Capitol. 

Cits, Come, come. 

1 Cit, Sofl ; who comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit, Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath al- 
ways loved the people. 

1 Cit, He's one honest enough ; 'Would all the rest 
were so ! 

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand ? Where 
go you 
With bats and clubs ? The matter ? Speak, I pray you. 

1 Cit, Our hrsiness is not unknown to the senate ; they 
have had inki^^::^, this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
which now we'll show 'em in deeds. They say, poor 
suitors have strong breaths ; they shall know, we have 
strong arms too. 

Men, Why, masters, my good friends, mine honest 
neighbours, 
Will you undo yourselves ? 

1 Cit, We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants. 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as liA them 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever 
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^Appear in your impediment : For the dearl]i, 

^ The gods, not the patricians, make it ; and 

f Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack. 

k Ton are transported hy calamity 

r Thither where more attend you ; and you slander 

I The helms o'the state, who care for you like fathers, 

When you curse them as enemies. 
c 1 QV. Care for us ! — True, indeed ! — They ne'er cared 
P for us yet« Su£fer us to famish, and their store-houses 
; crammed with grain ; make edicts for usury, to support 

usurers : repeal daily any wholesome act established 
• Bgainst the rich ; and provide more piercing statutes 
p daily, to chain up and restrain the poor. If the wars 

eat us not up, they will ; and there's all the love they 

bear us. 
Men. Either you must 

Confess yourselves wond'rous malicious, 

Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you 

A pretty tale ; it may be, you have heard it ; 

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 

To scale 't a little more.* 
1 Cit, Well, I'll hear it, sir : yet you must not think 

to fob off our disgrace with a tale :* but, an't please you, 

deliver. 
Men. There was a time, when all the body's members 

Rebell'd against the belly ; thus accus'd it : — 

That only like a gulf it did remain 

V the midst o'the body, idle and inactive. 

Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing: 

Like labour with the rest ; where the other instruments' 

Did see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 

Unto the appetite and affection common 

Of the whole body. The belly answered, — 
1 Cit. Well, sir, what answer made the belly ? 
Men. Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of smile, 

Which ne'er came from the lungs,' but even thus, 

(For, look you, I may make the belly smile. 

As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 

To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 

[4] To tcaU is to disptrse. The word in still used in the North, where they ny 
tetUt the com, i. e. scatter it : scale the muck well, i. e. spread the dung* well. 
' 6TEEVENS. 

iS] Dugraeet are hardships, injuries. JOHNSON. 
m WiZrt for whereas. JOHNSON. 
7] WlUk • anUe not indicating pleasure^ but contciopt. JOHNSON 
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That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly 
As you maligQ our senators, for that 
They are not such as you.* 

ft Cit. Your belly's answer : What ! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye. 
The counsellor heart,^ the arm our soldier, 
Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they 

Men. What then?— 
^Fore me, this fellow speaks ! — what then ? what then ? 

1 Cit, Should by the cormorant belly be restrained. 
Who is the sink o'the body, 

Men, Well, what then ? 

1 Gt. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer ? 

Men. I will tell you ; 
H you'll bestow a small (of what you have little,) ^ 
Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's answer. 

1 Cit. You are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend ; 
Your most grave belly was deliberate. 
Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'd. 
Trite is tV, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at first , 
Which you do live upon : and fit it is ; 
Because lam the store-house, and the shop 
Of the whole body: But if you do reinemher, 
I send it through the rivers of your bloody 
Even to the court, the heart, — to the seat o^the brain / 
And, through the cranks and offices of man,^ 
The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins, 
From m£ receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live : And though that all at once. 
You, my good friends, (this says the belly,) mark me, — 

Cits. Ay, sir ; well, well. 

Men. Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each ; 
Yet lean m>ake my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flower of all, 

[8] I suppose we should read— TAey are not as vou. 60| in St. Luke, XfiiL 11 : 
« God, I Uuink tbee, I am not at this publican." The iHt>noan— fucAjOnly difordnV 
the measure. STEEVENS. 

(91 The heart was andently esteemed the seat of prudence. Homo cordtNt « • 
prudent man. JOHNSON. 
//; Cjvnh are Che meandroos ducU of Xlte bumaA Uody. STEEVEN& 
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,^nd leave me but the bran. What say you to't ? 
1 Cit, It was an answer : How apply you this ? 
Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counsels, and their cares ; digest things rightly, 
Touching the weal o'the common ; you shall find. 
No public benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 
And no way from yourselves. — What do you think ? 
You, the great toe of this assembly ? — 
Ctt. I the great toe ? Why the great toe ? 
Men. For that, being one o'the lowest, basest, poorest^ 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost : 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood, to run 
Lead*st first to win some 'vantage.* — 
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle, 
The one side must have bale.' — Hail, noble Marcius i 

Enter Caius Marcius. 
Mar. Thanks. — What's the matter, you dissensious 
That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, [rogues. 
Make yourselves scabs ? 

1 Cit. We have ever your good word. 
Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. — What would you have, you curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war ? the one aiSrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts you, . 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese : You are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whose offence subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it.* Who deserves greatness, 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead. 
And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye ! Trust ye ? 
With every minute you do change a mind ; 
And call him noble, that was now your hate, 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter. 



12] Both ratcal and tn blood are terms of the forest. M ALONE. 
S' BaUf as well as bane^ sig^nified poison in Shakespeare's days. STEEVEN.^. 
4] That is, Your virtue is tn speak well of him whom his own offences have sub 
{ected to justice *, and to rail at those laws by which he whom you praise was 
punished. STEEVEXS. 
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That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the nohle senate, who, 
Under the gods, keep yon in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another ? — What's their seeking ? 

Men. For com at their own rate ; whereof, they say, 
The city is well storM. 

Mar. Hang 'em ! They say ? 
They'll sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What's done i'the Capitol : who's like to rise. 
Who thrives, and who declines : side factions, and give out 
Conjectural marriages ; making parties strong. 
And feebling such as stand not in their liking. 
Below their cobbled shoes . They say, there's grain enough? 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth,^ 
And let me use my sword, Vd make a quarry^ 
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high 
As I could pick my lance. ^ 

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly persuaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion. 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But, 1 beseech you, 
What says the other troop ? 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang 'em ! 
They said, they were an-hungry ; sigh'd forth proverbs ; 
That, hunger broke stone walls ; that, dogs must cat ; 
That, meat was made for mouths ; that, the gods sent not 
Corn for the rich men only : — With these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being answer'd. 
And a petition granted them, a strange one, 
(To break the heart of generosity,® 
And make bold power look pale,) they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'the moon. 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men, What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wisdoms, 
©f their own choice : One's Junius Brutus, 

Sicinius Velutus, and I know not 'Sdeath ! 

The rabble should have first unroof 'd the city, 
\ure so prevail'd with me : it will in time * 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 

[51 AtUA— that is, their futy, compassion. STEEVENS. 
[6j Why a quarry i I suppose, not because he would pile them noare, but beeante 
he troold give them for camon to the birds of prev. JOHNSON. 

SAnd so the word [pitch] is still pronounced in StaiTordshire, when Ui^ 07^ 
me such a thinr, that is, piick or throw any thing that the demaoder wants. 

TOIJLKT 
[Bl Te gite tte final Uow to the iKAd«s. Gaurotity is bigb birth. JQBJXBOV* 
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Vor insurrection's arigoing. 

Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get yoo home, you fragments I 

Enter a Messenger* 
*' Ma. Where's Cains Marcius ? 

Mar. Here : What's the matter ? 
^ Mes. The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 

JMbr. I am glad on't ; tiien we shall have means to vent 
Our musty superfluity :-^ee, our best elders. 
^filler CoMiirius, Titus Lartivs, and other SencUors : Jv-* 
t ' Hn7S Brutus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen. Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately told us ; 
The Voices are in arms.' 

Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't. 
I sin in envying his nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the earSi and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Oo^ my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 jS^. Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 
And I am constant. — Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face : 
What, art thou stiff ? stand'st out ? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius ; 
I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other^ 
Ere stay behind this' business. 

Men. O, true bred! 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol ; where, I know, 
Our greatest friends attend us. 

Tit. Lead you on : 
—Follow, Cominius ; we must follow you ; 
Right worthy you priority. 

Com. Noble Lartius ! 

1 Sen. Hence ! To your homes, begone. [To the citizenl^. 

Mar. Nay, let th em follow ; ^_^^ 

[01 The BMUiiv it, The inlellifeiiee which you gave as iome Uptime .«gD Of 
4 Mgnf of tlieV3o9 is now vSriiM JOHHSON. 

H Vol. Vll. 
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The Voices have' much corn ; take these rats thither, 
To gnaw their gamers : — Worshipful mutineers, 
Vour valour puts well forth :* pray, follow. 

[Exeunt Senators^ Com. Mar. Tit. and Mevev. 

Citizens steal oviiy.^ 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ? 

Bru. He has no equal. 

.Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the people,— f 2 

Bru. Mark'd you hifl lip, and eyes ? 

iSric. Nay, but his tiiunts. < 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird the gods.* 

Sic, Be-mock the modest moon. 

Bru. The present wars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder. 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. . 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, — ' 

In whom already he is well grac'd,— cannot 
Better be held, nor more attaint, than by 
A place below the first : for what miscarries 
Shall be the general's fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, Oy if he 
Had home the business f 

Sic. Besides, if things go well, ' 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius.^ 

Bru. Come : 
Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earnM them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honour-?, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion. 
More than in singularity,^ he goes, 
Upon this present action. 

Bru, Let's along. {Exeunt. 



(^. 



i. e. You have In this mutiny shown fair blossoms of Talonr. JOHHdOlt 
To ftrd— To sn$er, to gibe. So FiUstaff uses th« noun, when he tUB, wtlT 
has a ^n2 at me. JOHNSON. 
191 Muits and demerit$ had anciently the same meanhur. STEEVEMB. 
14] We will learn what he b to do besides conif Mmu^t v/heX an hMaawett, tad 
«rSat if hli appointment. JOHNSON. • -■ '-^' ■- -» 
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SCENE II. 
jorioli. The Senate-home. Enter Tullcjs Aufidius^ and 

certain Senators. 

1 Sen, So, yoar opinion is, Aufidius, 
hiat they of Rome are entered in our counsels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 
What ever hath been thought on in this state, 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Bad circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone, 
Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think, 
[ have the letter here ; yes, here it is : \IUad9. 

Tkey have pressed a power, but it is not knoTiim 
Whether for easty or west ; 7%e dearth is great ; 
Z%e people mutinous : and it is rumour^d^ 
ConuniuSi Marcius your old enemy, 
[Who is of Rome worse hated than of you,) 
md Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
Whither Uis bent : most likekf, ^ tis for you : 
Consider of it. 

1 Sen, Our army's in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Auf Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs must show themselves ; which in the hatching, 
It seem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery, 
We shall be shorten'd in our aim ; which was. 
To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your bands : 
Let us alone to guard Corioli : 
If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, 1 think, you'll find 
They have not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 
I speak from certainties. Nay, more. 
Some parcels of their powers are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike 
nu one can do no more. 
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All. The gods assist you ! 

A^, And keep your honours safe I 

1 Sen. Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

All. Farewell. [Carets 

SCENE III. 

Rome. An Apartment inMAB.civs^ house. Enter VoLxnan 
and ViRoiLiA : They sit doTvn on two law stools^ and sew. 
Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express yoursi 
in a more comfortable sort : If my son were my hi 
band, I should freelier rejoice in that absence wherein I 
won honour, than in the embracements of his bed, whe 
he would show most love. When yet he was but tendc 
bodied, and the only son of my womb ; when youth wi 
comeliness plucked all gaze his way ;^ when, for a day 
kings' entreaties, a mother should not sell him an ho 
from her beholding ; I, ^-considering how honour woi 
become such a person ; that it was no better than pi 
ture-like to hang by the wall, if renown made it t 
stir, — ^was pleased to let hinr seek danger where hen 
like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent him; in 
whence he returned, his brows bound with pak.^ 1 1 
thee, daughter, — I sprang not more in joy at first heari 
he was a man-child, than now in first seeing he had prov 
himself a man. 

Vir, But had he died in the business, madam ? how thei 
Vol. Then his good report should have been my soi 
I therein would have found issue. Hear me profess si 
oerely : — Had I a dozen sons,— each in my love alik 
and none less dear than thine and my good Marcius,- 
had rather had eleven die nobly for their country, tlu 
one voluptuously surfeit out of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. ' 
Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to visit you. 
Vir. 'Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself. 
Vol. Indeed, you shall not. 

Methinks, I hear hither your husband's drum ; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 

As children from a bear, tiie Voices shunning him ; 

Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 

Ckime on^ you cowards^ you were got in fear^ 

—^^^—^■^^—^^—^^^ — - , I — 1 II 

r51 That to, attmctedthe attention of every one towards him. DOUCE. 
' ffij ^I^ crown given to him that saved the life of a dtisen, which 
mon hoDoiinhie than inj oQaer. SOaK&O^. 
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jugh you were horn in Rome : His bloody hrtfw 

th his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 

:e to a harvest-man, that's task'd to mow 

all, or lose his hire. 

^r. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood ! 

'^oL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man^ 

an gilt his trophy J The breast of Hecuba, 

ten she did suclde Hector, look'd not lovelier 

an hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 

Grecian swords' contending. — Tell Valeria, 

I are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Oent. 

'^ir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius ! 

"^al. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 

1 tread upon his neck. 

lU'-enter Gentlewoman ^ with Valeria and her Usher. 
'•^aL My ladies both, good day to you. 

^oL Sweet madam, 

^ir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 
^. How do you both ? you are manifest house-keep- 
. What, are you sewing here ? A fine spot, in good 
h. — ^How does your little son? 
^V. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 
761, He had rather see the swords, and hear a drum, 
an look upon his school-master, 
^o/. O'my word, the father's son : I'll swear, 'tis a 
■y pretty boy. O'my troth, I looked upon him o'Wed- 
day half an hour together : he has such a confirmed 
mtenance. 1 saw him run afler a gilded butterfly ; and 
en he caught it, he let it go again ; and afler it again ; 
I over and over he comes, and up again ; catched it 
in : or whether his fall enraged him, or how 'twas, he 
so set his teeth, and tear it ; O, I warrant, how he 
mmocto'd it P 

^oL One of his father's moods. 
y^al. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child. 
J^7r. A crack, madam.^ 

f^al. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I must have you 
.y the idle huswife with me this aflernoon. 
y'ir. No, good madam ; 1 will not out of doors. 
VaL Not out of doors ! 
Vol, She shall, she shall. 
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out meant a superficial display of gold, a word now (>bMletc. 8TEEVEN6 
Td mammtck it to cut in pieret, or to tear. STESVEV8. 
Crmek tlfn)iie9 a bov child. STEJEVENS. 
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Ftr. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not over 
threshold, till my lord return from the wars. 

Vol, Fye, you confine yourself most unreasonably; 
Come, you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Fir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit her witH 
my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

FoL Why, I pray you ? 

Fir. 'Tis not to save labour, nor that 1 want love. 

Fal. You would be another Penelope : yet, they say, 
all the yam she spun, in Ulysses' absence, did but fiD 
Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would, your cambric were 
sensible as your linger, that you might leave pricking it 
for pity. Come, you shall go with us. 

Fir. No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will not 
forth. 

FaL In truth, la, go with me ; and Til tell you ex- 
cellent news of your husband. 

Fir, O, good madam, there can be none yet. 
' Fal. Verily, I do not jest with you ; there came new« 
from him last night. 

Fir. Indeed, madam. 

FcU. In earnest, it's true ; I heard a senator speak it 
Thus it is : — The Voices have an army forth ; againsi 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of oui 
Roman power : your lord, and Titus Lartius, are set 
down before their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt pre- 
vaihng, and to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine 
honour ; and so, I pray, go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 

Fol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will bul 
disease our better mirth. 

FaL In troth, I think, she would : — Fare you wel 
then. — Come, good sweet lady. — Pr'ythec, Vir^ia, turr 
thy solemness out o'door, and go along with «s. 

Fir. No : at a word, madam ; indeed, I must npt. 
I wish you much mirth. 

Fal. Well, then farewell. [Exeunt 

SCENE IV. 
Before Corioli. Enter, with drum and colours, Marcius, Ti 
Tus LartiuIs, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a Messenger 
Mar. Yonder comes news : — A wager, they have met 
Lart. My horse to yours, no. 
Mar. 'Tis done. 
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Lari, Agreed. 

Mar. . Say, has our general met the enemy ? 

Mes, They lie in view ; but have not spoke as yet. 
? Lart. ^o, the good horse is mine. 
Jf Mar* ril buy him of you. 
t Lart. No, VU nor sell, nor give him : lend you him, I 

I will, 

I For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 

i Mar. How far off lies these armies ? 

I ^e^. Within this mile and half. 

I Mar. Then shall we hear their 'larum, and they ours. 

. Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work ; 

(That we with smoking swords may march from hence, 
. To help our fielded friends ! — ^Come, blow thy blast. 

They sound a Parley, Enter, on the fValls, some Senators^ 

and others. 
— Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls ? 
I 1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
' That's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 
I [Alaruins ajar off 

Are bringing forth our youth : We'll break our walls. 
Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn'd with rushes ; 
They'll open of themselves. Hark you, far off ; 

\OQier Alarums. 
There is AuRdius ; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 
Mar. O, they are at it ! 
Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, ho - 

The Voices enter and pass over the stage. 
Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — Advance, brave 

Titus : 
They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Come on, my fel- 
Ile that retires, I'll take him for a Voice, [lows ; 

And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarum^ and exeunt Romans and Voices, fighting. The Ro- 
mans are beaten back to their Trenches. Re-enter Marcivs 
Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you, 
Yoa shames of Rome ! you herd of— Boils and plagues 
Plaster you o'er ; that you may be abhorr'd 
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Forther than seen, and one infect another 

Against the wind a mile ! Yon soula of geese. 

That bear the shapes of men, how have yon run I 

From slaves that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell ! 

All hurt behind ; backs red, and feces pale 

With flight and agued fear ! Mend, and charge home, 

Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you : look to't : Come on ; 

If you'll stand fast, we'll beat them to their wives, 

As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another Alarum, The Voices and Rotnans re'enter^ and the 

fight is reneived, 7^e Voices retire into Corioliy askd - 

Marcius follows them to the gates. 
So, now the gates are ope : — ^Now prove good seconds : 
^Tis for the followers fortune widens them. 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates ^ and is shut in. 

1 Sol, Fool-hardiness ; not I. 

2 Sol. Nor I. 

3 SoL See, they 

Have shut him in. [Alarum cofOimus. 

AIL To the pot, I warrant him. ^ . 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

Lart. What is become of Marcius ? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters : who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp'd-to their gates ; he is himself alone, 
To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow ! 
Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword. 
And, when it bows, stands up ! Thou art left, Marcius : 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato's wish,' not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 
Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Re-enter Marcius bleeding, assaulted by tJie enemy. 

1 SoL Look, sir. 

[I] Plutarch, in The Life of Goriolanus, relatci this mm hit opinioa of 0M» the 
Elder, that a great soldier ihould caiyy terror in liis looki and toae oC ^«lee j and 
tlio poet, liereby followiae Uie historian, is fallen into a grtat chnmologicsl lin|vo- 
prielj. THEOBALD. 
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Lari. 'Tis Marcius : 
Let*s fetch him off, or make remain alike.* 

[Theyjigkt^ and all enter the city. 

SCENE V. 

Within the Town. A Street. Enter certain Romans^ m^k 

spoils. 

1 Rom* This will I carry to Rome. 

% Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom.' A murrain on't! I took this for silver. 

[Alarum continues still afar off. 

Enter Marcius, and Titus Lartius, with a trumpet. 

Mar. See here these movers, that do prize their honrs 
At a crack'd drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 
Irons of a doit, donhlets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these hase slaves, 
Ere yet the fight he done, pack up : — Down with them. — 
And hark, wlmt noise the general makes ! — To him ;— 
There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Pievciag our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take 
Conveiiient numbers to make good the city ; 
Wlalst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Cominius. 

LMTt. Worthy sir, thou bleed'st ; 
Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praise me not : 
My work hath yet not warm'd me : Fare you well. 
The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me : 
' To Aufidius thus 1 will appear, and fight. 

Lart' Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 
Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposers' swords ! Bold gentleman, 
Prosperity be thy page ! 

Mar, Thy friend no less 
' Than those she placeth highest I So, farewell. 

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius ! [Exit Mar 

— Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 
I Call thither all the officers of the town, 
Where they shall know our mind : Away, [Exeunt, 

m MAt remain— it an old inaniier of speaking:, which means no more Aaa 
mMua« BAIUftER* 

Vol. VII. K 
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SCENE VI. 
JVeor the Camp of Comin lus. Enter Cominiub and Forcei, 

retreating. 

Com. Breathe you, my friends ; well fought We are 
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, [come off 
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, sirs, 
We shall be charg'd again. Whiles we have stmck. 
By interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends : — The Roman gods. 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 
That both our pow'rs, with smihng fronts encountering, 

Enter a Messenger, 
May give you thankful sacrifice ! — Thy news ? 

Mes, The citizens of Corioli have issued. 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 
I saw our party to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou speak'st truth, 
Methinks, thou speak'st not well. How long is't since t 

Mes. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. 'Tis not a mile : Briefly, we heard their drams: 
How could'st thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy news so late ? 

Mes. Spies of the Voices 
Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about ; else had I, sir, | 

Half an hour since brought my report ' 

Enter Marcius. | 

Com. Who's yonder, 
That does appear as he were flayed ? O gods ! 
He has the stamp of Marcius ; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the sound of Marcius' tongue f 

From every meaner man's. 

Mar, Come I too late ? 

Com, Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh ! let me clip you 
In arms as sound, as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done. 
And tapers burnt to bed ward. 

Com, Flower of warriors, 
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How is't with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar, As with a man busied about decrees : 
Condemning' some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying,' threatening the othei' ; 
Holding Corioh in the name of Rome, 
Eren. like a fawning greyhound in the leash, 
To let him slip at will. 

Com. Where is that sla^e, 
T^ch told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Afar. Let him alone ; 
He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 
The common file, (A plague ! — ^tribunes for them !) 
The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Com. But how preyail'd you ? 

Mar. Will the time serve to tell ? I do not thin k" - ■ 
Where is the enemy ? Are you lords o' the field ? 
(f not, why cease you till you are so ? 

Cbm. Marcius, we have at disadvantage fought, 
And. did retire, to win our purpose. 

Mar. How lies their batfie ? Know you on which side 
They have <plac'd their men of trust ? 

Cm. As I guess, Marcius, 
Their bands i'the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their best trust: o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do beseech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
Ky the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
iVe have made to endure friends, that you directly 
^et me against Aufidius, and his Antiates : 
Vnd that you not delay the present ;* but, 
billing the air with swords advanc'd,^ and darts, 
iVe prove this very hour. 

Com. Though I could wish • 
ifou were conducted to a gentle bath, 
Vnd balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Oeny your asking ; take your choice of those 
rhat best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 
rhat most are willing : — If any such be here 
^As it were sin to doubt) that love this painting 

18] Tbat is, remUtine hit ransom. JOHNSON. ^_ 

M IMoy, for let slip. WARB. [5] That U^swonls lifted hlj^h. JOUNSON 
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Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear 

Lesser his person than an ill report ; 

If any think, hrave death outweighs bad life, 

And that his country's dearer than himself; 

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded. 

Wave thus, [Waving his hand] to express his dispos 

And follow Marcius. 

[T%ey all shouty and wave their swords ; take hi 

in their arms^ and ca^t up their 
O me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ? 
If these shows he not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices ? None of you hut is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hard as his. A certain number. 
Though thanks to aU, must I select : the rest 
ShaU bear the business in some other fight. 
As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march ; 
And four shall quickly draw out my command,^ 
Which men are best inclin'd. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 
Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Ez 

SCENE VIL 

The Gates ofCorioli, Titus Lartius, having set a C 
upon Corioliy gf^'f^g '^ith a Drum and Trumpet to 
CoHiNius and Caius Marcius, enters with a Lieutt 
a party of Soldiers ^ and a Scout, 

Lart, So, let the ports be guarded : Keep your di 
As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries to our aid f the rest will serve 
For a short holding : If we lose the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 

Lieut, Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart, Hence, and shut your gates upon us. 
— Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct i 

[^ 

[jS] Perhaps we may read : 

— — Please you to inarch ; 
And ftar shall quicklv draw out my command, 
Which men are hatt incUnM. 
Xet us march, and that fear which incites desertion will free my army from c 

J0IiK84 
i f1] That is, companies consisting^ each of a hundred men. Our ftvthor MR 
Ihlf frord to express simply — a li)&«lredk BTE.EYEN8. 



ACT t, CORIOLANVS. 221 

SCENE VIII. 

A Field of Battle between the Roman and the Volcian Camps^ 
Alarum. Enter Margius and Aufidius. 

Mar. ril fight with none but thee ; for I do hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike ; 
:Not Afinck owns a serpent, I abhor 
Iforethan thy fame and envy : Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the first budger die the over's slave, 
And die gods doom him sdter ! 

A'i^. If I fly, Marcius, 
Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, TuUus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls. 
And made what work I pleas'd : 'Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou seest me maskM ; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. Wert tiiou the Hector, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny,* 
Thou should'st not 'scape me here* — 

[They fight^ and certain Voices come 
to the aid of Aufidius* 
Officious, and not valiant — ^you have sham'd me 
In your condemned seconds.^ 

[Exeunt^ driven in by Marcius. 

SCENE IX. 
T\eRMnanCamp. Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish, 
Enter <tt one nde^ Cominius, and Romans ; at the other side, 
Marcius, xoith his arm in a scarf, and other Romans. 

Cam. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it. 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ; 
Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 
I 'the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted 
And, gladly quak'd,^ hear more ; where the dull tribunes, 
That, witl^ the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours. 
Shall say, against their hearts, — We thank the gods. 
Our Rome hath such a soldier ! — 
Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast, 

M I ' I I . I I ■■ I .——1— 

(6] An uMHqriBOUB oorTespondent jiutly obsenrei, that thewwordi BMaa, **tlie 
irfih» tbat your bi«gg\l prq^eny was jmcmm'cI of.^ M ALONE. 

M For condenuMd, we may read conteniDed. Yoa have, to my sbanw moX mi 
belpttntldeiiiiae. JOHHSON. 

fi; niat^ihnmnliifoaipsttfidlr^idiCioii. imSKilEXlS^ 
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Having fully dia'd before. 

Enter Titus Lartius, with his Power, from ihepwrmi 

Lart. O general, 
Here is the steed, we the caparison :* 
Had'st thou beheld 

Mar. Pray now, no more. My mother. 
Who has a charter to extol her blood,' 
When she does praise me, grieves me. 
I have done as you have done ; that's what I can : 
InducM, as you have been ; that's for my country : 
He, that has but effected his good will. 
Hath overtaken mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 
The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know 
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement. 
To hide your doings ; and to silence that. 
Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch'd. 
Would seem but modest : Therefore, I beseech you, 
(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army hear me. 

Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they small 
To hear themselves remember'd. 

Com. Should they not,* 
Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude. 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses 
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store,) of all 
The treasure, in this field achiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 
But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 
And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

{A long flourish. They all cry^ Marcius ! Marcxus 1 eoit 
up their caps and lances: Cominius and LAamni 
3tand bare.] 
Mar. May these same instruments, which yon pro&ne, 

Never sound more ! When drums and trumpets shall 

[2] This ban odd eoeomium. The meaning is, Tkit num Mt-fkiimd db flNJHii 
■maw mU« JOiedup the show. JOHNSON. ' 

/97 A pnvilege to praise her owu urn. lOHNBOV^ 
[4j Tbat is, not Ik remcnbend. SQfELS&QV. 
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V the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 

Made all of false-fac'd soothing ! When steel grows 

Soft to the parasite's silk, let him be made 

An overture for the wars !* — No more, I say ; 

For that I have not washM my nose that bled, 

Or foil'd some debile wretch, — ^whlch. without note> 

Here's many else have done, — ^you shout me forth 

In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if I loved, my little should be dieted 

In praises sauc'd with lies. 

Com. Too modest are you ; >' 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience, 
If 'gainst yourself you be incens'd, we'll put you 

?jike one that means his proper harm,) in manacles, 
hen reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it known. 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time, 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 
With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Cahts Marcius Coriolanus. — 
Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

[flourish. Trumpets sounds and df*ums. 

All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 

Cor, I will go wash ; 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or no : Howbeit, I thank you.— 
I mean to stride your steed ; and at all times. 
To undercrest your good addition. 
To the fairness of my power.^ 

Com, So, to our tent : 
Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. — ^Tou, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome 
The best,^ with whom we may articulate,* 
For their own good, and ours. 

[5] Itdundd be remembered, that Uie penonal Atm, is not mfreqaendy wed bgr 
oorenthor, and other writers or his age, instead <d U, ihe neuter ; and thatepc rh iwt, 
In its mutical sense, Is not so ancient as the ase of Shalcespeara. STEEVEN8. 
When sleel grows soft as sill^ let silk be MMUtn^eBwoertai to the use of war. Otoer- 
|iir«, was used by the writers of Sliake^ieare's time in the sense of frchde or pr»- 
•orefteii. ]{LUX)NB. 

W61 A phrase fimn heraMry, signifying, that he would endeavour to foppact hb. 
cood opi&on of htab — FainusthtmimoH. WA&BUSTOlf. 

vn Thedtief men of CorioU. JOHNSON. 

J8J Tfait li, enter imp artictes. STSSTENS. 
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Lari. I shall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that now 
Refos'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Gwi. Take it : 'tis your's.— What is't ? 

Cor, I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's house ; he us'd me kindly : 
He cry'd to me ; I saw him prisoner ; 
But then Aufidius was within my view. 
And wrath overwhelmed my pity : I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com. O, well begg'd ! '. 

Were he tiie butcher of my son, he should ^ 

Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

LarU Marcius, his name ? 

Cor. By Jupiter, forgot : ■ 
I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd.— 
Have we no wipe here ? 

Com. Go we to our tent : 
The blood upon your visage dries : 'tis time 
It should be look'd to : come. [JSa;etm/, 

SCENE X. 

The Camp of the Voices. A Flourith. Comets. EnUr 
TuLLUs AuFioius, bloody f with two or three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta'en ! 

1 Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good condition. 

Ai^. Condition ? 

I would, I were a Roman ; for I cannot. 

Being a Voice, be that I am. — Condition I 

What good condition can a treaty find 

r the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Maicius, 

I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat me ; 

And would'st do so, I think, should we encounter 

As often as we eat — ^By the elements. 

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He is mine, or I am his. Mine emulation 

Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where 

I thought to crush him in an equal force, 

fTrue sword to sword,) I'll notch at him some way f 

Ur wrath, or craft, may get him. 

1 Sol. He's the devil. 

fni'«<(^ <>u*ed in the midland ommtiM Cor ft roa^Tioleirtpa^ STEEWSi 
TAeiBodtaniiimxijMfteboidyatiixdpranaiidatlOBori^ Tf4]W!Tii' 
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Anf. Bolder, tho^ not so subtle : My Taloar's poisoned, 
Vxfh only saffering stain by him ; for him 
Shall fry out of itself :* nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick : nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embso'quements aH of fury, shall Uft up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard,* even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city ; 
Learn, how 'tis held ; and what they are, that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 SoL Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove ;* 
I pray you, 

('Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 

1 SoL I shall, sir. [ExifunL 



ACT n. 

SCENE I.— jRomc. A public Place. Enter Menenius, 

SiciNius, and Brutus. 
Menenius. 
The augurer tells me, we shall have news to-night. 

Bru, Good, or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Marcius. 

Sic, Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men, Pray you, who does the wolf love ?* 

Sic, The lamb. 

Men, Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb indeed; that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. You 
are two old men; tell me one thing that I shall ask you. 

[1] To miscjtiief him, my valour should deviate from its own oative^nerosily. 

• JOHNSON. 

In my own lioase, with my brother posted to protect him. JOHNSON. 
AUmiU — ^that is, waited for. STEEVENS. 

When the tribune, in reply to Menenius's remark, of the people^s hat« ^ 
trdr^lanus, had obsenred that even heasU Intoto thtir fnends, Meneniut asks, t«iW»m 
dott ikt vatHf Icve ? im]dyxDg that there are beasts which love nobody, and ^ 
maame thaae beasts lure the people* JOHNSON. 

. J& Vot. VIL IL^ 
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Both Trib. Weil, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you 
have not in abundance ? 

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but stored with alL '|^ 

Sic. Elspecially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now : Do you two know hot. 
you are censured here in the city, I mean of os o' tb 
right-hand file ? Do you ? 

Both Trib. Why, how are we censurM ? 

Afen.e Because you talk of pride now, — ^Will you not{' 
be angry ? 

Bo^ Trib. Well, well, sir, well. 

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a very little thief 
of occasion will rob you of a great deal of patience : gin 
your disposition the reins, and be angry at your ^ear 
sures ; at the least, if you take it as a pleasure to you, in 
being so. You blame Marcius for being proud ? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for your 
helps are many ; or else your actions would grow woO' 
drous single : your abilities are too infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of pride : O, that you could tan 
your eyes towards the napes of your necks,* and make 
but an interior survey of your good selves ! O, that you 
could ! 

Bru. What then, sir ? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of un 
meriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates (alias, fools 
as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al 
laying Tiber in't ; said to be somethiDg imperfect; in 
favouring the first complaint : hasty, and tinder-Ijkle, up- 
on too trivial motion : one that converses more with the 
buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the 
morning.^ What I think, 1 utter ; and spend my malice 
in my breath : Meeting two such weals-men as you 
are, (I cannot call you Lycurguses,) if the drink you 
gave me, touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked 

f5] WHh allusion to the fable, which says, that every man has a bag bang^of 
Ifetare him, In which he puts his neighbour's faults, uod another behind him, m 
wbkb be stows his own. J OHVaoK. 
£6] Rtithir a late Uer down, thsiu an «ai\9 i^ex. ^Oia3^'&^^. 
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!:e at it. I cannot say, your worships have delivered the 
itter well, when I find the ass in compound with the 
ijor part of your syllables : and though I must be con- 
st to bear with those that say you are reverend grave 
in ; yet they lie deadly, that tell, you have good Sices 
you see this in the map of my microcosm, follows 
that I am known well enough too ? What harm can 
ur bisson conspectuities glean out of this character, if 
)e known well enough too ? 
Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 
Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any thing. 
»u are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and legs ;* you 
(ar out a good wholesome forenoon,^ in hearing a 
jse between an orange-wife and a fosset-seller ; and 
in i^journ the controversy of three-pence to a second 
Y of audience. — When you are hearing a matter be- 
een party and party, if you chance to be pinched with 
3 colicy you make faces like mummers ; set up the 
><Kly flag against all patience ;* and, in roaring for a 
amber-pot, dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more 
angled by your hearing : all the peace you make in 
3ir cause, is, calling both the parties knaves : You are 
pair of strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be a 
rfecter giber for the table, than ajiecessary bencher in 
e Capitol. 

Men, Our very priests must become mockers, if they 
all encounter such ridiculous subjects as you arc. 
hen you speak best unto the purpose, it is not worth 
e wagging of your beards ; and your beards deserve 
it so honourable a grave, as to stuff a botcher's cushion, 
' to be entombed in an ass's pack-saddle. Yet you must 
i saying, Marcius is proud ; who,' in a cheap estimation, 
worth all your predecessors, since Deucalion ; though, 
iradventure, some of the best of them were hereditary 
ingmen. Good e'en to your worships ; more of your 
•nversation would infect my brain, being the herdsmen 
' the beastly plebeians ; I will be bold to take my leave 
'you. [Brutus and Sicinius retire to the: 

back of the scene^ 

■ ■ 111.- ■ ■■■ ■! I ■■ 

8] That is, for their obeisance showed by bowing to you. MALONE. 

'9] It appears from this whole speech that Shakespeare mistook the office of jw^r-^ 



tus whu for the tribune's office. WAUBURTON. 
1] That is, declare war against patience. 
'r«««mpen8e its grossncss. JOUNSON. 



1] That is, declare war against patience. There is not wit enouch in thif latire 
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Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, Valeria, 4»c. 
How now, my as fair as noble ladies, fand the moon, weresM 1 
earthly, no nobler, J whither do you follow your eyes so fiut!l'^ 

Fol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius 8f-l^ 
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go. * ■'^' 

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home ? 

Vol, Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most pro8pe^ 
ons approbation. 

Mefi. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee :— Hdo! P 
Marcius coming home ! 

Two Ladies. Nay, 'tis true. 

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him; the state hath 
another, his wife another ; and, I think, there's one at 
home for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night : — h 
letter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you ; I saw it. 

Men. A letter for me ? It gives me an estate of seven 
year's health ; in which time I will make a lip at the 
physician : the most sovereign prescription in Galen is 
but empiricutic, and, to this preservative^ of no better 
report than a horse-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was 
wont to come home wounded. 

Vir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is woui^ded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men, So do I too, if it be not too much : — Brings a' 
victory in his pocket ? — The wounds become him. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius : he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he discipUned Aufidius soundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, — ^they fought together, bnt 
Aufidius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that : an he had staid by him, I would not have been so 
fidius'd for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold that's 
in them. Is the senate possessed of this ?* 

Vol. Good ladies, let's go : — Yes, yes, yes : the senate 
has letters from the general, wherein he gives my son 
the whole name of the war : he hath in this action out- 
done his former deeds doubly. 

VaJ. In troth, there's wondrous things spoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous ? ay, .1 warrant you, and not without 
his true purchasing. 

[S] JPiMtesHd, in our attihoT^8>luigua^, \« tuW^ \\iioTisk«&. S^SW&^Q^. 
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Fir. The gods grant them true t 

Fhi. True ? pow, wow. H 

Men. True ? I'll be sworn they are true : — ^Where is 
he wounded ? — God save your good worships ! [To the 
Tribunes, who come forward.] Marcius is. coming home : 
he has more cause to be proud. — ^Where is he wounded I 

Vol. rthe shoulder, and i'the left arm : There will be 
large cicatrices to show the people, when he shall stand 
for his place. He received in the repulse of Tarquin^ 
seven hurts i'the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh,-— there's 
nine that I know. 

FoL He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it's twenty-seven : every gash was an ene-^ 
my's grave : [A shouts and flourish.] Hark ! the trumpets i, 

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before him 
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears ; 
Death, that dark spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which being advanc'd declines ; and then men die.' 

A Sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter CouiNius, and TiTVSi 
Lartius ; between them, Coriolanus, crowned with an 
oaken garland ; with Captains, Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli' gates : where he hath won. 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these 
In honour follows, Coriolanus : — 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! [Flourish, 

.(ill. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

Ckir. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Pray now, no more. 

Co'in. Look, sir, your mother, 

Cor. O ! 
IfoQ have, I know, petitionM all the gods 
For my prosperity. ' . \Kneel^» 

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up ; 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly nam'd. 
What is it ? Coriolanus, must I call thee ? 
But O, thy wife 

[3] Volumnia in her boasting strain, says, that h^r son to kill his enemy bfvs 
nothing to do but to im iiis hasd tip and let it fall. JOHNSON. 
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Cor. My gracious silence, hail I* 
Wouldst thou have luugh'J, had I come coffiiiM home, % 
Tmit weep'st to see mc triumph ? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack sons. 

Mtn. Now the gods crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet ? — O my sweet lady, pardon. 

\To Valeria. 

VoL I know not where to turn : — O welcome home ; 
And welcome, general ; — ^And you are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes : I could weep, 
And I could laugh ; 1 am tight, and heavy : Welcome : 
A curse hegin at very root of his heart. 
That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three, 
That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have some old crab-trees here at home, that will wSi 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors : 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right 

Cor, Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and your's : [To his Wife and Mother > 
Ere in our own house I do shade my head, 
The good patricians must be visited ; 
From whom I have received not only greetings, 
But with them change of honours. 

Vol. I have lived 
To see inherited my very wishes, 
And the buildings of my fancy : Only there 
Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not, but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 
I had rather be their servant in my waj- , 
Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitoh [Flourish. Comets. 

[Exeunt in state ^ as before. The Tribunes remain. 

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared sights 

Are spectacled to see him : Your prattling nurse 

■ ■ — ■— .i»~ 

? (4] By my graciou* silence^ I believe, the poet meant, thm whose sUeni Uan tare 
more eloquent and grateful to me, than the clamorous applause of the rest J So, in Tif 
Martial Maid of Beaumont and Fletcher : 

A lady's tears are silent orators, 

Or should be so at least, to move beyond 

The honey-tongrued rhetorician. STEEVENS. 
GraciifW feems to have had tha same meaning: formerly that eracefvi has «t this dav. 
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fc^ito a rapture lets her baby cry/ 

rmiile she chats him : the kitchea malkin^ pins 
Her richest lockram^ 'bout her reechy neck,* 

, ClambVing the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, windows, 
Are smother'd up, leads fiU'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him : seld-shown flamens' 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgsir station : our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kisses : such apother. 
As if that whatsoever god,* who leads him, 
Where slily crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture. . ^ 

Sic» On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

. Bru. Then our office may, 

During his power, go sleep. 
Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours 

From where he should begin, and end; but will 

Lose those that he hath won. 
Bru. In that there's comfort. 
Sic. Doubt not, 

The commoners, for whom we stand, but they, 

Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 

With the least cause, these his new honours ; which 

That he'll give them, make as little question 

As he is proud to do't. 
Bru. I heard him swear. 

Where he to stand for consul, never would he 

Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put 

The napless vesture of humility ;' 

Nor, shewing (as the manner is) his wounds 

To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

hm ■ • 1—^— ■ ■ ■ ■ I 

[5] Rapturtf a coinnion term at that time used for a fit, simply. So to be rapped 
siCTiCed, to U in a Jit. WARBURTON. 

[6] A maukin, or malkin, is a liind of mop made of clouts for the use of sweeping 

ovens : tlience a dirty wench. UANMER. Maukin in some parts of Em^and 

Kignifies a figure of clouts set up to frieht birdii in gardens : a scarecrow. F. 

Malkin is properly the diminutive of Mat (IVIary) ; as ^iMrin, 7omJirtii, &c Orep 
jiudkin (corruptly grinudkin) is a ent. The kitchen malkin is the same as the kitchen 
Madge or Bess : the scullion. RITSON. 

fT] Lockram was a lund of cheap linen. STEEVENS. 
8J Reechy is greasy, swea^. RITSON. 
9 Seld-shown ylamerw—thkt is, priests who seldom exhibit themselves topubliv^ 
view. STEEVENS. 

{11 That is, as if that god who leads him, whatsoever god he he. JOHNSON. 
2j By napless Shakespeare means thread-hare. Plutarch's words are <« with a 
pffort goirne on tbeir backes,'^ MALONC, 
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SU. 'Ti8 right. 

Bru. It was his word : O, he would miss it, rather 
Than carry it, bat by the fluit b'the gentry to him, 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better, 
Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good wills ; 
A sure destruction. 

Bru. So it must fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We must suggest the people, in what hatred 
He still hath held them ; that, to his power, he would 
Have made them mules, silenc'd their pleaders, and 
Disproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 
In human action and capacity. 
Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world, 
Than camels in their war ; who have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic, This, as you say, suggested 
At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall teach the people, (which time shall not want, 
If he be put upon't ; and that's as easy. 
As to set dogs on sheep,) will be his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaze 
•Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Mes. You are sent for to the Capitol. *Tis thought, 
That Marcius shall be consul. I have seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind 
To hear him speak : Matrons flung their gloves, 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchiefs. 
Upon him as he pass'd : the nobles bended, « 
As to Jove's statue ; and the commons made 
A shower, and thunder, with their caps, and shouts : 
1 never saw the like. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol ; 
And carry with us ears and eyes for the timje. 
But hearts for the event 

Sit. Have with you. [Exeunt* 



^CT U. CORIOLAMUS. 233 

SCENE II. 
7%€ tame. The Capitol, Enter two officen^iolay cuMons,. 

1 Qfl Come, come, they are almost here : How many 
stand for consulships ? 

2 Of. Three, they say : but 'tis thought of every one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off^, That's a brave fellow ; but he's vengeance 
^roud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Qf*. 'Faith, there have been many great men that 
^ave flattered the people, who ne'er loved them ; and 
liere be many that they have loved, they know not 
therefore : so that, if they love they know not why, 
hey hate upon no better ground : Therefore, for Corio- 
anu9 neither to care whether they love, or hate him, - 
Hanifests the true knowledge he has in their disposition ; 
Uid, out of his noble carelessness, lets them plainly see't. ' 

1 Q^. If he did not care whether he had their love, or ' 
\09 he waved indifferently' 'twixt doing them neither 
^ood, nor harm ; but he seeks their hate with greater de- 
motion than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing , 
indone, that may fully discover him their opposite. * 
^ow, to seem to affect the malice and displeasure of the 
>eople, is as bad as that which he dislikes, to flatter 
hem for their love. 

2 Qfl He hath deserved worthily of his country : And 
lis ascent is not by such easy degrees as those, who, hav- 
ng been supple and courteous to the people, bonnetted,* 
pvithout any further deed to heave them at aD into their 
estimation and report : but he hath so planted his hon-* 
)UTS in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, that 
!br their tongues to be silent, and not confess so much, 
were a kind of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwise, 
were a malice, that, giving itself the lie, would pluck 
reproof and rebuke from every ear that heard it 

1 Q^. No more of him ; he is a worthy man : Make 
way, they are coming. 

>^ Sennet, Enter, with Lictors before them, Cominius the 
Consul, Menenius, Coriolanus, many other Seruttors, 
SiciNius anc2 Brutus. The Senators take their places; 
the Tribunes take theirs also by themselves. 
Men, Having determin'd of the Voices, and 

T o send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

m Ha VMWMi— that is, he would hare waved indiflfarendy. JOHNSON. 
» [4] Bm/uutr^ Fr. it to pill offoM^ cap. H. IL^ON. 
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As the main point of thia our afler-mecting, ^ 

To gratify his noble service, that !. 

Hath thus stood for his country : Therefore, please JQ^ 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to report 

A little of that worthy work perform'd 

By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom I 

We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himself. x 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius : ^^ 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, v. 

Rather our state's defective for requital, j^ 

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o'the people, 
We do request your kindest ears ; and, afi^r, y 

Your loving motion toward the common body,' i*. 

To yield what passes here. v 

Sic, We are convented ^ 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts iv~ 

Inclinable to honour and advance \ 

The theme of our assembly. f 

Bru. Which the rather ^ 

We shall be bless'd to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than \ 

He hath hereto priz'd them at. ^ 

Men. That's oflf, that's oflf f I, 

I would you rather had been silent : Please you .^ 

To hear Cominius speak ? l 

Brus Most wiUingly : t 

But yet my caution was more pertinent, ' \ 

Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people ; 
But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
Worthy Cominius, speak, — Nay, keep your place. 

[CoRiOLAHUS risesj and (ffers to go €tWij 

I Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. • 

Cor. Your honours' pardon ; 
1 had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear say how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope, ' 

My words dis-bench'd you not. 

Cor. No , sir ; yet oft, ' ^ 

fSI FoiirUiidiDterposiUonwUhtteGm&SKA'D^^ JQ&KBOS* fl 
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blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
oth'd not, therefore hurt not : But, yonr people, 
them as they weigh. 

Pray now, sit down. 

I had rather have one scratch my head i'the son, 
the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
ir my nothings monster'd. [Exit CoR. 

Masters o'the people, 
lultiplying spawn how can he flatter,^ 
) thousand to one good one,) when you now see^ 
[ rather venture all his limbs for honour, 
ne of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Cominius. 

I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus i 

not be utter'd feebly. — It is held, 
alour is the chiefest virtue, and 
ignifies the haver : if it be, 
an I speak of cannot in the world 
;ly counterpoised. At sixteen years, 
Tarquin made a head for Rome,' he fou^t 
I the mark of others : our then dictator, 
with all praise I point at, saw him fight, 
(vith his Amazonian chin* he drove 
istled lips before him : he bestrid 
* press'd Roman, and i'the consul's view 
ree opposers : Tarquin's self he met, 
uck him on his knee : in that day's feats, 
lie might act the woman in the scene, 
v'd the best man i'the field, and for his meed 
ow- bound with the oak. His pupil age 
iter'd thus, he waxed like a sea ; 
1 the brunt of seventeen battles since, 
:h'd^ all swords o'the garland. For this last^ 
and in Corioli, let me say, 
t speak him home : He stopp'd the fliers ; 
f bis rare example, made the coward 
;rror into sport : as waves before 
A under sail, so men obey'd, 
1 below his stem : his sword (death's stamp) 
it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 

a thing of blood, whose every motion 
ned with dying cries : alone he e nter'd 

can he be expected to practite flattery to othen, wbo abiion It ao flu^ 
mot hear it when eren otDend to himselC JOHNSON. 
D Tarquin raised a power to reeover Rome. JOHNSON, 
is, hU chin OB which there was no beard. STREYEMO. 
ins^ to iSJbdbB^niv'f tlme^ fipiificA to ifUk % mii4^ 
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The mortal gtte o'the city, which he painted 
With thtmlefli destiny, aidless came off, 
And with a sadden re-inforcement strack 
Corioli, like a planet : Now all's his : 
When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready sense : then straight his doubled spirit 
Re-qaicken'd what in flesh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual spoil : and, till we call*d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
1^0 ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy man ! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the honours* 
Which we devise him. 

Com. Our spoils he kick'd at ; 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'the world : he covets less 
Than misery^ itself would give ; rewards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He's right noble ; 
Let him be call'd for. 

Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Q^. He doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleaa'd 
To make thee consul. 

Ck>r. I do owe them still 
My life, and services. 

Men. It then remains, 
That you do speak to the people.^ 

Cor. I do beseech you. 
Let me o'erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 

[6] That it, no honour will be too great for him ; he will show a mind eqial 
anv elevation. JOHNSON. 

[61 MUery for ayarice } becaiue a finwr siffnifies avaricious. WAB3UB,T0N. 

m Cori<riaous was banished U. O. 262. But till tlie dme of MatiUu Tormnti 
U. C. S93, the senate chose both the consuls: And then the people, assisted ogr^ 
seditious temper of the tribunes, got the choice of one. But it would be ai\Jiiit 
attribute tids entirely to Sliakespeare's ignorance *, it sometimes proceeded ItaMi H 
Coo powerful blaze of his imagination, which when once liglited up^ imudt IN a 
quirad knowledge lade and dSappear before it. For sometimes again we flad HJ 
when occasion serves, not only writing up to the truth of faistoiy, but fittitaf I 
sentiments to tlie nicest manners of his pMuliar sul^ecti as well as to the ^n^f 
his characters, or the dictates of nature in general. WARBURTON.-.— iSi Ini 

p. 2ii MiXOHB. 
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For nnr wounds'^sake, to give their suffrage : pleaie you, ' 
Tbaft I maj pass* this doing. 

Sic, Sir, the people 
Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not toH.— 
Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor, It is a part 
That I shaU blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Mark you that ? 

Cor, To brag unto them, — Thus I did, and thus ; — 
Show them the unaking scars, which I shofuld hide, 
As if L had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their breath only : — r- 

Men, Do not stand upon't. 
— ^We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 
Our purpose to them ;— ^uid to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[Flourish. Then exeunt senators. 

Bru. Tou see how he intends to use the people. 

Sic. May they perceive his intent ! He that will re- 
quire them, 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 
I know, they do attend us. [Exeunf- 

SCENE 111. — 7%c same. The Forum. Enter several Citizens, 

1 Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, we ough< 
not to deny him. 

2 at. We may, sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but it is a 
power that we have no power to do : for if he show us 
his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
tongues into those wounds, and speak for them ; so, if 
he tell us his noble deeds, we must also tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monstrous : and for 
the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a monster 
of the multitude ; of the which, we being members, 
should brin^ ourselves to be monstrous memS^ts. 
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1 Gt And to make ub no better thought of, a litde hdj^ 
will serve : for once, when we stood up abont the com, he f | 
himself stuck not to call us the many-headed nDvoltitnde. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not that oiT 
heads are some brown, some black, some aubom, some 
bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloiired : and. 
truly I think, if all our wits were to issue out of oai. 
tkuU, they would fly east, west, north, south ;' and their |{ 
consent of one direct way should be at once to aU the {l 
points of the compass. 

2 CU, Think you so ? Which way, do you judge, mj 
wit would fly ? 

3 Cit, Nay, your wit will not so soon out as another 
man's will, 'tis strongly wedged up in a block-head : but 
if it were at liberty, 'twould, sure, southward. 

2 at. Why that wav? 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where, being three parts 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
for conscience sake, to help to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit, You are never without your tricks :-^Toa may, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I say, if 
he would incline to the people, there was never a wor- 
thier man. 

Enter CoRioLAr^us and Menekius. 
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark his 
behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, but to come 
by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He's to make his requests by particulars : wherein every 
one of us has a single honour, in giving him our own 
voices with our own tongues : therefore, follow me^ and 
ril direct you how you shall go by him. 

AU. Content, content. [Exeunt. 

Men. O, sir, you are not right : have yon not known 
The worthiest men have done it ? 

Cor. What must I sav ? — 
I pray, sir, — Plague upon't ! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace : — ^Look, sir ; — my wounds ; — 
1 got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 



m To suppose all their wits to issue from one skull, and that their 
lent and agreement to go all one way, should end in their firing to evciy poiat of 
tbe compaMs, h a just description of the ^variety and incoi»nteoc3r of tfie obIbIobs, 
wiMbu, and actJoof of tho multitnde. %. l&A&O^. 
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noise of our own dnmw. 
O me, the gods ! 
'on must not speak of that ; you must desire, them 
*o tidiik upon jou. 

Car. Think upon me ? Hang 'em ! 
would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Hiich our divines lose by them. 

Jlfen. You'll mar all ; 
11 leave you : Pray you, speak to them, I pray you, 
D wholesome manner. [Exit 

Enter two Citizens. 

Cor, Bid them wash their faces, 
ind keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace, 
1*00 know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 

1 Cit^ We do, sir ; tell us what hath brought you to't. 

Cor. Mine own desert. 

£ at. Your own desert ? 

Cor, Ay, not 
ttine own desire. 

1 Cii. How ! not your own desire ? 

Cor. No, sir : 'Twas never my desire yet, 
To trouble the poor with begging. 

} Cit. You must think, if we give you any thing, we 
lope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o'the consulship ? 

1 Cit. The price is, sir, to ask it kindly. 
Cor. Kmdly ? 

>ir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds to show you, 
V^hich shall be your's in private. — Your good voice, sir i 
Vhat say you ? 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 
Cor. A match, sir : — 

i'here is in all two worthy voices begg'd ; — 
have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 Cit. An 'twere to give again, — But 'tis no matter. 

[Exity two Citizens, 
Enter two other Citizens. 
Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune of 
our voices, that I may be consul, I have here the cus- 
)mary gown* 

3 Cit You have deserved nobly of your country, and 
on have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma ? 
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3 CXi. Ton hare been a sconrge to her enemiei, _ 
haye been a rod to her firiends ; yon baye not, indeed 
loyed the common people. 

Cor. You should account me the more yirtnona, tkit! 
haye not been common in my love. I wiU, sir, fli^rflou 
sworn brother the people, to earn a dear estiiiiation of 
them ; 'tis a condition they account gentle : and since the 
wisdom of their choice is rather to hxve my hat than mj 
heart, 1 will practise the insinuating nod, and be off to j 
them most counterfeitly ; that is, sir, I will connteiieit L 
the bewitchments of some popular man, and giye it bounti-lt 
fully to the desirers. Therefore, beseech yon, I mijf 
be consul. 

4 at. We hope to find you our friend ; and therefi>re 
give you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit, You have received many wounds for your countiy. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowle^^;^^ with showiiig 
them. I will make much of your voices, and so trouble 
you no further. 

Both Gt. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily ! [£re. 

Cor. Most sweet voices ! — 
Better is it to die, better to starve. 
Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 
Why in this woolvish gown* should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear. 
Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to't : — 
What custom wills, in all things, should we do't, 
The dust on antique time would lie unswept. 
And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 
For truth to over-peer. — Rather than fool it so. 
Let the high office and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 
The one part sufier'd, the other will 1 do. 

Enter three other Citizens. 
Here come more voices, — 
Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 
Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
I have seen, and heard of ; for your voices, have 
Done many things, some less, some more : your voices : 

■ [9] I will not strengthen or compete your knowledge. Tliescal bllMtwUcb 
.givet anthenticity to a writing. JOHNSON. 

[1] Mr. Steevens is clearly right, in supposing the attntiaa lo be to tbt * wolf in 
sheep's clothing?" not indeed that Goriolanus means to call htmself a wolfi bat 
merelT to say, "* why should I stand here playing the lijpocrite, aiMl iinmktiig the 
hnrniUfy which is not la my aatore." ETTSON. 
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hii;6il» I would be consul. 

- S^€Xi» He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
tonest man's voice. 

6 Cit. Therefore let him be consul : The gods give 
lim joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

jIK. Amen, amen. 

Sod MK?€ thee, noble consul ! [Exeunt Citizens. 

Cor. Worthy voices ! 

Enter Menenhts, mth Brutus, and Sicikivs. 
• Men, You have stood your limitation ; and the tribunes 
Eladiie you with the people's voice : Remains, 
Fliat, in the official marks invested, you 
%non do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg'd : 
The people do admit you ; and are summon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house ? 

Sie. There, Coriolanus. 

Cor. May I change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Cor. That I'll straight do ; and, knowing myself again, 
Rejpair to the senate-house. 

Men. I'U keep you company. — Will you along ? 

Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. [Exeunt Cor. and Men. 

— ^He has it now ; and, by his looks, methinks, 
'Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds : Will you dismiss the people ? 

Re-enter Citizens. 

Sie. How now, my masters ? have you chose this man ? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods, he may deserve your loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, he flouted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not mock us. 

2 Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself, but says 
He us'd us scornfully : he should have show'd us 
Hia marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for his country. 

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure. 
Cit. No ; no man saw 'em. [Several sptak. 

16 • Vol. VII. L 
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3 Cit. He said, be had wounds, which he could shew 
And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn^ [in pri?ate; 
/ would be consul^ says he : aged custom^ 
But by your voices, will not so permit me ; 
Your voices therefore : When we granted that. 
Here was, — I thank you for your voices ^ — thank you^ — 
Your most sweet voices : — now you have left your voices j 
I have no further with you : — Was not this mockery ? 

Sic, Why, either, you were ignorant to see't ?• 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were lesson'd, — When he had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, 
He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
['the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
At place of potency, and sway o'the state. 
If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves : You should have said, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for ; so his graci<^s nature ] 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love. 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit. 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluck'd 
Either his gracious promise, which you might, 
As cause had call'd you up, have held him to ; 
Or else it would have gallM his si!hrly nature, 
Which easily endures not article 
Tying him to aught ; so, putting him to rage, 
You should have ta'en the advantage of his choler, 
And passM him unelected. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did solicit you in free contempt,' 
When he did need your loves ; and do you think, 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 

[3] Did you want knowledge to discern it ? JOHNSON. 

{SJ That is, with coutenipl open axid unT«EVraki«OL. JOHNSON. • 
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^jlpdnst the rectorship of judgment ? 
Sic. Have you, 

^ ISre now, deny'd the asker ? and, now again, 

■ On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your su'd-for tongues ?* 

I , 3 Cit, He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 

f 2 Cii, And will deny him : 
rU have five hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit, I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 'em.. 
Bru. Get you hence instantly ; and tell those friends, 

[ They have chose a consul, that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 

- Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do so. 
Sic. Let them assemble ; 
And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride,* 
And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance, 
Which gibingly, ungravely he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. hay 
A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we labour'd 
(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 
Cic, Say, you chose him 
More after our commandment, than as guided 
By your own true affections : and that, your minds 
Pre-occbpy'd with what you. rather must do. 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us. 

Bru: Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lectures to you, 
IIow youngly he began to serve his country. 
How long continued : and what stock he springs of. 
The noble house o'the Marcians ; from whence came 
That Ancud Marcius, Numa's daughter's son. 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king : 
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were,. - 
That our best water brought by conduits hither ; 
And Censorious, darling of the people, 

41 Vour folces that hitherto hare been solkitecU ST£EVENS% 
Object his pride, and enforce the objection. JOHl^SO^. 
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And nobly namM so, being censor twice, 
Was his great ancestor. 

Sic, One thus descended, 
That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found. 
Scaling his present bearing with his past,* 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Vour sudden approbation. 

Bru, Say, you ne'er had don't, 
(Harp on tiiat still,) but by our putting on : 
And presently when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 

Cit. We will so : almost all [Several speak. 

Repent in their election. [Exeunt Citizem, 

Bru, Let them go on ; 
This mutiny were better put in hazard. 
Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refusal, both observe and answer ^ 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic, To the Capitol : 
Come ; we'll be tnere before the stream o'the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly 'tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 



ACT m. 

SCENE I. — The same, A Street, Cornets, Enter C^griola- 
. Nus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus Lartius, Senators^ 

and Patricians, 

Coriolanus, 
Tullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 

Lart, He had, my lord ; and that it was, wbich caus'd 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor, So then the Voices stand but as at first ; 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so. 
That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor, Saw you Aufidius ? 

rai That is, xoeighing his past and present hehavionr. JOHNSON. 

ITJ Ifurfc, cRtch, and improve the opportoaity, which his haf^aagcr wiU tflbrd 
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Lart, On safe-guard he came to me ; and did curse 
Against the Voices, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor, Spoke he of me ? . 

Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How ? what ? 

LarU How often he had met you, sword to sword : 
That, of all things upon the earth, he hated 
Your person most : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

Lart. At Antium. ' 

Cor, I wbh I had a cause to seek him there. 
To oppose his hatred fully. — ^Welcomp home. \To Lart« 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o'the common mouth. I do despise them ; 
For they do prank them in authority,® 
Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! what is that ? 

Bru. It will be dangerous to 
Go on : no further. 

Cor, What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter ? 

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles, and the cominoDs ? 

Bru* Cominius, no. 

Cor, Have I had children's voices ? 

Sen, Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the market-place. 

Bru, The people are incens'd against him. 

Sic, Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor, Are these your herd ?— - 
Must these have voices, that can yield them now, 
And straight disclaim their tongues? — ^What are yout 

offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ?^ 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men, Be calm, be calm. 

Cor, It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : — 
Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule. 



M«M 



m Plume, de«k, dinify thenuehrtt. JOHIISON. . 
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Nor ever will be rol'd. 

Bru, Cairt not a plot : 
The people cry, jon mock'd them ; and^ of late» 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd ; 
Scandal'd the suppliants for the people ; call'd them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you informed them since ? 

Bru. How ! I inform them ! 

Cor. You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Not unlike, 
£ach way, to better yours. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul ? By yon clouds> 
Let me deserve so Ul as you, and make me ^ r.i 

Your fellow tribune. 

iStc. You show too much of that, 
For which the people stir : If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; ' 1 ^ 

Or never be so noble as a consul, j V 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men, Let's be calm. ' 

Com. The people are abus'd : — Set on. — This palt'ring • ^ 
becomes not Rome ;^ nor has Coriolanus ; 

Deserv'd this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely 
I 'the plain way of his merit. '■ 

Cor. Tell me of corn I j 

This was my speech, and I will speak't again ;-— j 

Men. Not now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor, Now, as I live, I will. — ^My nobler friendBi 
I crave their pardons : — 

But for the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves :* I say again, 
In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion,' insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd andscatter'd^ 
By mingling them with us, the honoured number ; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they ha ve given to beggars. ^__^__ 

n That is, this trick of discimutaitkm i this afauffline; JOHNBON. 
IJ tM them look in the mirror which I liold up to tBem. a mlrrar wUck doat flBt 
ler, and Me themsehres. JOUNBOlt. 
[SJ CMft it a freed which srows up vV\h Vte cmtu QiTEX.N'ESS. 
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Men. Well, no more. 

1 Sen, No more words, we beseech you. 

Cor. How ! DO more ? 
As for my country I have shed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, against those meazels,* 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Brv, You speak o'the people, 
As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic. 'Twere well, we let the people know't. 

Men. What, what ? his choler ? 

Cor. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, 'twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind. 
That shall remain a poison where it is, 
Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! 
Hear yon this Triton of the minnows ?^ mark you 
His absolute shall ? 

Com. 'Twas from the.canon.^ 

Cor. Shall! 
O good, but most unwise patricians, why, 
You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 
That with his peremptory shall^ being but 
The horn and noise o' the monsters,^ wants not spirit 
To say, he'll turn your current in a ditch. 
And make your channel his ? If he have power, 
Then veil your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned. 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not. 
Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeiami, 
If they be senators : and Uiey are no less. 
When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs.' They chose their magistrate : 
And such a one as he, who puts his shall, 
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mmnow la one or the nnallest river fish. JOHNSON. ^ ^, .. ^ .. 

[61 WMCoatf8rytotheettabliBhedrale;it wasaformof ipeeehof wUcfaheBw 

DO right JOHNSON. ^These word* appetf to me to imply the ^^^HJ^^^^ 

[71 AUudioff to bit hv/ine cRlled bim Triun belbre. WARBURTON. 

18] Tlie vUta aeudne is, that aenatort and plebeiBU are equal when the Ughfil 

ne to beftpleaed with that whkhpleaaes the lowest. STEEVENS. 
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I& popular shally against a graver bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himself, 
It makes the consols base : and my soul aket,* 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twizt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com. Well— on to the market-place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The com o'the store-house gratis, as 'twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece, 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. (Though there the people had more absolute 
power,) 
I say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru. Why, shall the people give 
One, that speaks thus, their voice ? 

Cor. I'll give my reasons, 
More worthier than their voices. They know, the com 
Was not our recompence ; resting well assur'd 
They ne'er did service for't : Being press'd to the war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd. 
They would not thread the gates :^ this kind of selricf 
Did not deserve com gratis : Being i'the war. 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show'd 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate. 
All cause unborn, could never be the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ? 
How shall this bosom multiplied* digest 
The senate's courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What's like to be their words : — iVe did request it; 
We are the greater poll^ and in true fear 
They ganse us our demands : — Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears : which will in time break ope 
The locks o'the senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles. 

Men, Come, enough. 

Bru, Enough, with over-measure. 

ef and abrarditr af wtal it called hmaaiiim «» «Np«ru^ it belt 
WARBURTON. 
it, MM them. We ytt tnr, to thrmd w alltgr. JOHNSON. 
iwiiWtwi ri iitii>botomitlieliotomoft>»tgt»«tiiiOBiler,ttepiople. lIiL> 






ACT III. CORIOCAmTBT. fM 

Cor. No, take more : 
What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! — This double worship,— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason ; where gentry,' tide, wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — ^it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness : purpose so barred, it follows. 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, beseech you, — 
You that will be less fearful than discreet ; 
That love the fundamental part of state. 
More than you doubt the change oft ;' that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump a body with a dangerous physic,* 
That sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : Your dishonoulr 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ;• 
Not having the power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru, He has said enough. 

&C. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall answeJf 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch ! despite o'erwhelm thee I — 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rebellion. 
When what's not meet, but what must be, was law, 
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be said it must be meet,^ 
And throw their power i'the dust. 

£ru. Manifest treason. 

Sic, This a consul ? no. 

Bru. The -^diles, ho ! — ^Let him be apprehended. 
^"■^■■■™^"^*"~~^^"~"^"^~~ ' "■^■■^".^■■■^ 

[3] To doubt is to fear. The meaning is, You whose zeal predominates over your 
terrors j you who do not so much fear the danger of violent measures, as wish the 
good to wiiich they are necessary, the original constitution of our government. 

(fl To >m», anciently signified to jolt, to give a rude concussion to any thing. 
To jump a body may therefore mean to put it into violent agitotion or commoton. 

[51 Integrity is in this place soundness, unifonnity, consistency, JOHNSON. 

[6] Let It be said by yo«, that wl«t is meet to be done, mt«t be ioeet^le.jhm »r 
JMie! and put an end at once to tribunithin power, Whkh was ettabUshed, «ftoi> 
iTMustible Tiokace, irat a fifard Co jpropriefy, divccted \te Iq^tm. I^MAVb^. 
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Sic. Go, call the people ; [Exit Bautus.] in wh( 
name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator. 
A foe to the pahlic weal : Obey, I charge thee. 
And follow to thine answer. 

Cor, Hence, old goat I 

Sen. and Pat. We'll surety him. 

Cam. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy boi 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 
Re'enter Brutus, with the Settles and a Rabble of Ciiizi 

Men, On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here's he, that would 
Take from you all your power. 
•' Bru. Seize him, ^diles. 

Cit, Down with him, down with him ! 

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons ! [Severed spt 

[They all bustle aJbout Coriolan 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens ! — ^what ho ! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit. Peace, peace, peace ; stay, hold, peace ! 

Men. What is about to be ? — 1 am out of breath ; 
Confusion's near : I cannot speak : — You, tribunes 
To the people, — Coriolanus, patience : — 
"Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic Hear me, people ; — Peace. 

Cit, Let's hear our tribune ; — peace. Speak, spe: 
speak. 

iStc. You are at point to lose your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you have nam'd for consul. 

Men. Fye, fye, £je ! 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city, but the people ? 

Cit. True, 
The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were establish'd 
The people's magistrates. 

Cit, You §0 remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Cor, That is the way to lay the city flat ,* 
"^Sh bring the roof to the founAa^n \ 
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hftnd bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 
- In hei^ and piles of ruin. 

IXc. This deserves death. 

Bru, Or let ns stand to our authority. 
Or let us lose it : — ^We do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic, Therefore, lay hold of him ; 
Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru, £diles, seize him. 

Cit, Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word. 
Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

JEdiles, Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country's friend, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, those cold ways, 
That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent : — ^Lay hands upon himi^ 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No ; I'll die here. [Drawing hit nvorci. 

There's some among you have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 

Men, Down with that sword ; — Tribunes, withdraw a 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. [while 

Men. Help, Marcius ! help. 
You that be noble ; help him, young, and old ! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[In this mutiny, the Tribunes^ the JEdiles^ and the 
People, are all beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; begone, away, 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Cor. Stand fast ; 
We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men, Shall it be put to that ? 

1 Sen. The god^s forbid ! 
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy house , 
Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For 'tis a sore upon us. 
Yon cannot te»t yourself: Begone,. 'beaeedbi yoii* 
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Cbm, Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd,) not Romans, (as they are nol;, 
Though calv'd i'the porch o'the capitol,) — 

Men. Begone ; 
Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 
4 could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myself 
Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea> the two tri- 
bunes. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic ; 
And manhood is call'd foolery, when it stands 
Agiiinst a fulling fabric. — Will you hence. 
Before the tag return ? ^ whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and overbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray ygu, begone ; , 

rU try whether my old wit be in request ' 

With those that have but little ; this must be patch'd j 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. [Exe. Cor. Com. and others^ * 

1 Pat. This man has marr'd his fortune. 
Men. His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's his mouth : 

What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ; 

And, being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. [A noise within. 

Here's goodly work ! 

2 Pat. I would they were a-bed ! 
Men. I would they were in Tiber ! — What, the ven- 
geance, 

Could he not speak them fair ? 

Re-enter Brutus and SiciNius, with the Rabble. 

Sic. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, 

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law, 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 



ut 



STiM lowMt awl moM deHiie«ble of tlBp populace ara lOtt dei»BiB0rt ly Ih^ 
above Uitm, 7af I r«f I <""! MtaO. JOHNSON. , 



ilCT 111. CORIOLANUS. 2|S 

Than the severity of the public power, 
^Vhich he so sets at nought. 

1 Cit He shall weU know, 
The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 
And we their hands. 

CiL He shall, sure on't. [Several speak together. 

Men. Sir, — 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not crj, hayoc,' where you should but hunt 
With modest warrant. 

Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 
Have holp to make this rescue ? 

Men. Hear me speak : — 
As I do know the consul's worthiness. 
So can I name his faults : 

Sic. Consul ! — what consul ? • ' ' 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

£ru. He a consul ! • 

Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good people; 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two ; 
The which shall turn you to no further harm, 
Tham so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then : 
For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence. 
Were but one danger ; and, to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid. 
That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He's a disease, that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he's a limb, that has but a disease 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he has lost, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an ounce,) he dropp'd it for his country : 

[8] To cry havoek wai, I belieTe, originallj a spoitins: friirase, from Aq/bc, whicli 
inlSaxon sigi^fiet a JUmm:. It was afterwards used in war, and iii express^ iorOid iu 
OHUtumau iu BmttuUle$. the second artide of which seems to haveheen H ital <f» 
BM4eirh. ItWM4iilkcmlotoQclilhepi9^<irtAipHcff. TXttWUiTr. , 



254 coRiOLANus. ACTim 

And, what is left, to lose it by his country, 
Were to us all, that do% and suffer it, 
A brand to the end o' the world. 

Sic, This is clean kam.* 

Bru. Merely awry : When he did love his country, 
It honoured him. 

Men. The service of the foot 
Being once gangreen'd, is not then respected 
For what before it was ? 

Bru. We'll hear no more : — 
Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature. 
Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 
This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of ujiscann'd swiftness, will, too late, 
Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. U 'twere so. — 

Sic, What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 
Our ^diles smote ? ourselves resisted ? — Come : — 

Alen. Consider this ; — He has been bred i'the wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
In boulted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, 
(In peace,) to his utmost peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes, 
It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 
Be you then as the people's officer : 
-Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the market-place :— we'll attend you there: 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men. rU bring him to you : — 

[8] i* e. Awry. So CotgrmTe interprets, Twtva a comtr^mi, Jtt gtt ehm^ hm. 
HenceacuDbrefforacrooiied stick or tbe beodlna bone^i Unter tor. VABB* 
TfifWdkHwwaforcgrookediikim STfiSYfiW 
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Let me desire your company. [To the Senators.] He 
« must come, 

^ Or what is wont will follow. 

1 Sea. Pray, let's to him. [JBxeunl*. 

SCENE II. 

A Room in Coriolanus's house. Enter Coriolanus^ and 

Patricians, 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears ; present me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses' heels ; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,^ 
That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Voluhnia* 

1 Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse,^ my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance stood up' 
To speak of peace, or war. I talk of you ; [To VoLf 
Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have me 
False to my nature ? Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. O, sir, sir, sir, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are. 
With striving less to be so : Lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show'd them how you were dispos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, and bum too. 

Enter Menenius and Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, some- 
thing too rough ; 
You must return, and mend it. 
1 Sen. There's no remedy ; 
Unless, by not so doing, our good city 

[»]Tlnti^ItroaAtr, laaataloflf. [ilttlyimnlL JQBKSOX.^ 
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Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Pray be counsell'd : 
I have a heart as little apt as your's, 
But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger, 
To better 'vantage. 

Men. Well said, noble woman : 
Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o'the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on^ 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. What must I do ? 

Men, Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, what then ? what then ? 

Men, Repent what you have spoke. 

Cor. For them ? — I cannot do it to the gods : 
Must I then do't to them ? 

Vol. You are too absolute ; 
Though therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities speak.' I have heard you say, '^ 
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
I 'the war do grow together : Grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by the other lose. 
That they combine not there ? 

Cor. Tush, tush ! 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends^ 
You adopt your policy,) how is it less, or worse, 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war ; since that to both 
It stands in like request ? 

Cor. Why force you this ?* 

Vol. Because, that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to ; 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom's truth. 
Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which else would put you to your fortune, and 

The hazard of much blood. — 

" ■ ■ ■ I ■ I I II ■ ■ .III. 

[2] Escept In caiei of urgent necessl^r, when yoor resolute and noUe abit, 
iMwrrer eoounendable nt other times, ouebt to yield to die oocaiiim. HAIiOXI. 
. P3WlVWI»JWi? JOHNSON. 
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dissemble with my nadure, where 
lines, and my friends, at stake, required, 
I do 80 in honour : I am in this, 
ife, your son, these senators, the nobles ;* 
1 will rather show our general lowts' 
u can frown, than spend a fawn upon them, 
inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
t that want might ruin.^ 
Noble lady! — 

go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so> 
at is dangerous present,^ but the loss 
t is past. 

I pr'ythee now, my son, 

lem, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 
;s far having stretchM it, (here be with them,) 
ee bussing the stones, (for in such business 
s eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
larned than the ears,) waving thy head, 
Dflen, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
imble, as the ripest mulberry," 

II not hold the handling : Or, say to them, 
rt their soldier, and being bred in broils, 

t the soft way, which, thou dost confess, 
t for thee to use, as they to claim, 
ig their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
\ forsooth, hereafter theirs, so &r 

hast power, and person. 

This but done, 

I she speaks, why, all their hearts were your^s ; 
y have pardons, being ask'd, as free 
]s to little purpose. 
Pr'ythee now, 

I be ruP.d : although, I know, thou hadst rather 
thine enemy in a fiery gulf, 
atter him in a bower. Here is Cominimr. 
Enter Cohinius. 

I have been i'the market-place : and, sir, 'tis fit 
Jce strong party, or defend yourself 
(mess, or by absence ; all's in anger. 

Only fair speech. 

1 think, 'twin serve, if he 

ukthe meaniiigis, ^I am intbeircondittoa, I am at attfu^ togtOmt Ullk 
▼our ion.* [5] Our oaaHnon ekywns. JOHNSON. . - 

want of their lores. m Jfu autma to rigotfr not o nly. JOBW ay. 
fruit, wtienthorouffaljripe^ drops from ttelrae. fiTESVBIIS* 

17 Vol, VII. 
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Can thereto frame hit spirit 

Foi. He most, and will : — 
Pr'ythee, now, say, you will, and go about it. [Must I 

Cor, Must I go show them my unbarb'd sconce f 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear ? Well, I will do't : 
Yet were there but this single plot to lose,* 
This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it. 
And throw it against the wind. — To the market-place :— 
You have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol, I pr'ythee now, sweet son : as thou hast said, 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so. 
To have my priiise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must do't : — 
Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's spirit ! My throat of war be tum'd, 
Which quired with my drum,^ into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks ;* and school-boys tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm'd kneeSj 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms ! — I will not do't : 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. ^ 

VoU At thy choice then : 
To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour. 
Than Uiou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ;' for 1 mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

[8] CTnftaHked— bare, uncovered. In the times of chivalry, when a hone wai Mhr ( 
armed for the encounter, be was said to ht bar6«i, probably Urom the old ivwd 
Hsr^ which Chaucer uiei for a yeil or coverinff. HAWKINa To Wv* a mm 
was to ihave him. To bar6« tlie field was to cut tlie com. Unbarbedmsy howcfcr 
bear the signification wldch Mr. HawlOns would affix to it fiTEEVEIfS. 

[91 That is, piece, portion ; wpUed to a piece of evtli, aad liere diniidy tnw- 
ferred to the body, carcase. WARBURTON. 

Jl] Which played in concert with my drum. JOHNSON. 
2] To inA, is to take up residence. JOHNSON. 
9] This is obscure. Perhaps, shemeans, * Go, dothy wont; let me ralhar §tA 
I utBOsi eitrami^ that tliy pride can hrio£ inion us, than lite thus 1b fowif te 
duiiivBiotatiiiacy.* JOfiNiSON. 
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Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it froi& me ; 
Bat owe thy pride thyself. 
\ Cor, Pray, be content ; 
j^otber, I am going to the market-place ; 
CSiide me no more. Pll mountebank their loves, "'' 
Ijpog their hearts from them, and come home beloy'd 
■Pf all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
^ommend me to my wife. I'll return consul ; 
lOt neyer trust to what my tongue can do 
H'the way of flattery, further. 

Vol. Do your will. [Exit ' 

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you : arm yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepar'd 
^th accusations, as I hear, more strong 
are upon you yet. 
T. The word is, mildly : — Pray you, let us go ; 
them accuse me by invention, I 
'ill answer in mine honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

2%e same. The Forum. Enter Sicinius and Brutus* 

Bru. In this point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical power : If he evade us there, 
Enforce him with his envy to the people ^ 
And that the spoil, got on the Antiates, 
"Was ne'er distributed.— 

Enter an Mdile^ 
What, will he come ? 

Md. He's coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

Xd. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour'd him. 
' Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd. 
Set down by the poll ? 
' Xd. I have ; 'tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you coUected them by tribes ? 

Xd. I have. 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither : 
And when they hear me say, It shall be so 
r the right and strength o' Ae commons^ be it either 
For death» for fine, or banishment^ then let tiiem. 
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If I SAjT fiite, cry Jine ; if death, cry death ; 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i'the truth o'the cause. 

Xd, I shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such time they have begun to cry> 
j^et them not cease, but with a din confus'd 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentence. 

Md. Very well. 

Sic, Make them be strong, and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to giv't them. 

Bru. Go about it. [Exit JEd 

' — ^Put him to choler straight : He hath been us'd 
Ever to 'conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction : Being once chaf M, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance ; then he speaks 
What's in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Coiuinus, Senators, c 

Patricians. 

Sic, Well, here he comes. 

Men, Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor, Ay, as an hostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.* — The honoured g< 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among us ! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace^ 
And not our streets with war ! 

1 Sen, Amen, amen ! 

Men, A noble wish. 

Re'Cnter ^dile with Citizens, 

Sic, Draw near, ye people. 

JEd, List to your tribunes ; audience ; peace, I sa] 

Cor, First, hear me speak. 

Both Tri, Well, say. — Peace, ho. 

Cor, Shall I be charg'd no further than this presei 
Hust all determine here ? 

Sic, I do demand. 
If you submit you to the people's voices, 
Allow their omcers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you ? 



ra Tbit b, woolilbew bdBff called a knave as often as would ffll o ata 



HCT UU C0RI0LANV8. ^61 

Cor. I am content. 

Men, Lo, citizens, he says, he is content : 
The warlike service he has done, consider ; 
Think on the woonds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i'the holy churchyard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, scars to move laughter only. 

Men, Consider further, 
That when he speaks not like a citizen, 
Ton find him like a soldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 
But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 
Rather than envy you.* 

Cam. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
(That being past for consul with full voice^ 
1 am so dishonour'd, that the very hour * • 

Yoo take it off again ? 

Sic. Answer to us. 
•^, Cor. Say then : 'tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
Prom Rome all seasoned office,* and to wind 
Yourself unto a power tyrannical ; 
For which, you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How! Traitor? 

Men. Nay, temperately : Your promise. 

Cor. The fires I'the lowest hell fold in the people : 
Call me their traitor ! — Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths. 
In thine hands clutch'd^ as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, 1 would say. 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people ? 

Cit. To the rock wiUi him ; to the rock with him 1 

Sic, Peace. 
We need not put new matter to his charge : 
What you have seen him do, and heard him speak. 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves. 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great power must try him ; even this. 
So criminal, and in such capital kind. 

Deserves the extremest death. 

^_____„„_^ — —^ — ■ ■ ' . II ■■ ■ 

16] Xmow—iB here taken at large for malipAity or ill iatention. JCUNSOH. 
[61 AU office eftabliahcd and settled Iqr time, and made iamiliar to <kc pcofit by 
loiic iMe. JOHNSON. [7] I e. grasped. STEEVBNB. 
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Bru. Bat since'he hath 
SeiT'd well for Rome,— — 

Cor. What do yon prate of senrice ? 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this the promise that you made your mother? 

Com. Know, I pray you, 

Cor. V\\ know no further : 
Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying ; Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Vor check my courage for what they can give, \ 

To have't with saying, Good-morrow. i 

Sic. For that he has I 

(As* much as in him lies) from time to time f 

Lnvy'd against the people, seeking means j| 

To pluck away their power ; has now at last j 

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence* I 

Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers « 

That do distribute it ; in the name o'the people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 
Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome gates : I'the people's name, 
I say, it shall be so. 

Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so : let him away : 
lie's banish'd, and so it shall be. j 

Com, Hear me, my masters, and my coomion friends ; — ^ 

Sic. He's sentenc'd : no more hearing. 

Com. Let me speak : 
I have been consul, and can show from Rome, . t 

Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love * 

My country's good, with a respect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's estimate,^ her womb's increase, 
And treasure of my loins ; then if I would 
Speak that 

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what ? 

Bru. There's no more to be said, but he is banish'd, 
As enemy to the people, and his country : 

[8] iV«<—fltands again for not only. JOHNSON. So in TAeoo. It. 8. "Be 

ibentatt, that dM|iiieth, d«s|^8eth not man but God.? 6TEEVEN8. 

1*9] I tor* my coaatxr beyond the rate at whicfal vaUie iqydMr wil^ JOBXBCtL 
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be so. 

it shall be so, it shall be so. 
You common cry of cars P whose breath I hale 
o'the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
lead carcases of unburied men 
• corrupt my air, I banish you ; 
•e remain with your uncertainty ! 
ry feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 
lemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
1 into despair ! Have the power still 
sh your defenders : till, at length, 
norance, (which finds not, till it feels,* 
not reservation of yourselves, 
ir own foes,) deliver you, as most 
captives, to some nation 
)n you without blows ! Despising, 
, the city, thus 1 turn my back : 
3 a world elsewhere. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, Menekius, 

Senators^ and Patricians. 
The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 
^ur enemy's banish'd ! he is gone ! Hoo ! hoo ! 

[The People shout, and throw up their caps, 
ro, see him out at gates, and follow ium, 
3ith follow'd you, with all despite ; 
n deserv'd vexation. Let a guard 
IS through the city. 

ome, come, let us see him out at gates ; come :— 
Is preserve our noble tribunes ! — Come. [Exeunt* 



ACT IV. 

I. — The same. Before a Gate of the City. Enter 

iLANUS, VbLUMNIA, ViRGILIA, MeNENIUS, CoMIN- 

7id several young Patricans, 

Coriolanus. 
;ave your tears ; a brief farewell : — The beast 
my heads butts me away. — ^Nay, mother, 
s your ancient courage ? You were us'd 

ire simplifies a tr<wp or vatk. MALONE. 

retain the power of Mnishind^ your defenders, till yonr imdisecming' 

can foresee no consequences, leave none in the city but yoarselvcs, who 

alMurin? jrour own destructioa.' It is remarkable, that, amoae the 

ixims of the speculative Harrington, tliere is one which lie mighl nave 
om this speech. ** The people (sa^s he) cannot see, but they oao fe^" 
ich to the honour of the people, that they have the same cmraeter of 
m their enemy and their friend. Such was the power of our Milb(Mr*s 
le looked through life in all iU rehitions private and civik JOBMfiON- 
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To 99Ljf extremity was the trier of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating : Fortone's blows, 
When most struck home, being gende wounded, crari 
A noble cunning.* You were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart tiiat connM them. 

Fir. O heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor, Nay, I pr'ythee, woman, — 

VoL Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Ro 
And occupations perish! 

Cor, What, what, what! 
I shall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and sav'd 
Your husband so much sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu: — Farewell, my wife! my mother 
ril do well yet — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are Salter than a young man's. 
And venomous to thine eyes. — My sometime general, 
I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hard'ning spectacles ; tell these sad women, 
'Tis fond^ to wail inevitable strokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at them. — My mother, you wot well, 
My hazards still have been your solace : and 
Believe't not lightly, (though I go alone. 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd and talkM of more than seen,) your sot 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice.^ 

VoL My first son," 
Whither wilt thou ^o ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while : Determine on some course, 
More than a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i'the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods ! 

[S] The sense is, When Fortune strikes her hardest blows, to be wottnde< 
yet continne calm, requires a generous policy. He calls this calmness cMnnJH 
cause it ia tiie effect of reflection and pliilo8<^y. Perhws the first emotk 
nature are neaHy uniform, and one man differs from anotner in the vowen 
dunuBoe^ as be is better regulated by prec^ and instruction.——^ They be 
beroes, Imt they felt as men." JOHNSON. 
(41 L e. Hit focdish. [SI By artful and folse tricks, and treason. JOHI 
[6] Fjrai«^ 9, noblest, most eminent of menw WARBURTON. 
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Chm. I'll follow thee a month, devise with thee 

lere thou shalt rest, that thoa may'st hear of as, 
: And we of thee : so, if the time thnist forth 
La cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
lO*er the vast world, to seek a single man ; 
And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
Pthe' absence of the needer. 
P Chr. Fare ye well : — 

' Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full 
W the wars' surfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis*d : bring me but out at gate. — 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch,' when I am forth. 
Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men, That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. — Come, let's not weep. — 
If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I'd with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand : — Come* [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

r 

The same. A street near the Gate, Enter SicjsivSy Brutus, 

and an JEdile, 

Sic. Bid them all home ; He's gone, and we'll no further. 
— The nobility are vex'd, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have shown our power, 
Let us seem humbler afler it is done. 
Than when it was a-doing. 

Sic. Bid them home . 
Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home. [Exit Mdile. 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

m I. e. Of true metal onallayU Uetaphor takni firom the ttylnggoidon the 
oucmaat. WARBURTON. 

Vol. VII. M 
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Sic, They say, she's mad. 

Bru. They have ta*en note of us : 
Keep on your way. 

Fol. O, you're well met. 
The hoarded plague o'the gods requite your love I 

Men. Peace, peace ; be not so loud. 

FoL If that I could for weeping, you should hear, — 
Nay, and you shall hear some. — Will you be gone ? 

[To BRUtt 

Vir. You shall stay too : [To Sicin.] I would, 1 h 
the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic, Are you mankind ?• 

FoL Ay, fool ; is that a shame ? — ^Note but this foi 
— ^Was not a man my father ? Hadst thou foxsfaip^ 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words ? 

Sic. O blessed heavens ! 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise words : 
And for Rome's good. — I'll tell thee what ; — Yet go :- 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too : I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good sword in his hand. 

Sic What then? 

Fir. What then? 
He'd make an end of thy posterity. 

Fol. Bastards, and all. — 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continu'd to his country, 
As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. 1 would he had. 

Fol. I would he had ? 'Twas you incens'd the rabbi 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru. Pray, let us go. 

Fol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 

[8] The word tnankiud b used maliciously by Uie first i^jeaker, and takoa ] 
▼enely bv the second. A mankind woman is a woimn ^th the roughiieH < 
man, wad, in an aggravated sense, a woman ferodotu, violent, and eager lo • 
blood. In this sense Sicinius asks Volumnia, if die be maiAiiid. She takes m 
tcind fwa human creature, and accordingly cries out, 

Note but this fool. 

Was not a man my father.' JOHNSON. 
[9J Kadft thou, fool u thou art, mean conning enough to basiAi CkiriiolaBitt ? 

J0BN80K. 
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have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this : 
br as doth the Capitol exceed 
t meanest house in Rome ; so far mj son, 
lis ladj's husband here, this, do you see,) 
>m you have banishM, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sk. Why stay we to be baited 
1th one that wants her wits ? 
Fbl. Take my prayers with you. — 

>uld the gods had nothing else to do, [Ex. Tribunes, 
itto confirpi my curses ! Could I meet them 
it once a day, it would unclog my heart 
' what lies heavy to't. 
"Men. You have told them home, 
], by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup with me ? 
' Fol. Anger's my meat ; I sup upon myself, 
|And so shall starve with feeding.— Come, let's go : * 
Bieave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
na anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 
, Men. Fye^ fye, fye ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

'i^ Highway between Rome and Antium. Enter a Romani 

and a Volce^ meeting. 
. Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know me : your, 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Fol. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as yoir 
are, against them : Know you me yet ? 

Vol. Nicanor ? No. 

Rom. The same, sir. 

Fol. You had more beard, when I last saw you ; but 
your favour is well appeared by your tongue.* What's 
the news in Rome ? I have a note from the Volcian 
state, to find you out there : You have well saved me a 
day's journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome strange insurrections: 
the people against the senators, patricians, and nobles. 

Fol. Hath been ! Is it ended then ? Our state thinks 
not so : they are in a most warlike preparation, and hope 
'o come upon them in the heat of their division. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small thing 
Rrould make it flame again. For the nobles receive so 

J53L.!?nP'«' That is, ytiflr 



[IJ I would read,-- -Tour iaToor is wdl awwrw aj^by JT? *" *°' 
mipate UnngOtetaibe evidence cfyovarhee.'^ STSSVElfS. 
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to heart the banishment of that worthy CoriolanoSy 1h 
they are in a ripe aptnets, to take all power from- fl 
people, and to pluck from them their tribunes for eve 
This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost mata 
for the violent breaking out. , 

FoL Coriolanus banished ? 

Rom, Banished, sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, V 
can or. 

Rom, The day serves well for them now. 1 have het 
it said, The fittest time to corrupt a man's wife^ is wb 
she's fallen out with her husband. Your noble TnO 
Aufidius will appear well in these wars, his g;reat opp 
ser, Coriolanus, being now in no request of his countr 

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, thus a 
cidentally to encounter you : You have ended my bof 
ness, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom, I shall, between this and supper, tell you loo 
strange things from Home ; all tending to the good. . 
their adversaries. Have you an army ready, say yon'' 

Vol. A most royal one : The centurions, and the 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in the entertaii 
ment,* and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom, I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and a 
the man, I think, that shall set them in present actioi 
So, sir, heartily well met, and most ^ad of your coo 
pany. 

FbL You take my part from me, sir ; I have tl 
most cause to be glad of your's. 

Rom, Well, let us go together. [E»tun 

SCENE IV. 

^Antium, Before Aufidius's House. Enter Coriolahv 
^ in mean apparel, .disguised and mriffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : — ^City, 

'Tis I that made thy widows ; many an heir 

Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars 

Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not ; 

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. 

In puny battle slay me.— Save you, sir. 
Cit. And you. 

(2] That is, thoag^h not actuall7 encaioMd, yet alreadj to 'pij. To c u n mto i 
is to take tlaem into pay. JOHNSON. 
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Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

There great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium ? 

CiL He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 
'At his house this night 

Cor. Which is his house, 'beseech you ? 
-^Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir ; farewell. [Exit Citizen. 

O, world, thy slippery turns !* Friends now fj^st sworn, 
LWhose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
L Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise, 
- Are still together, who twin, as Hwere, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 
.On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, 
Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
£kHne trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 
Aiid interjoin their issues. So with me : — 
My birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 
f bis enemy town. — I'll enter : if he slay me, 
He does fair justice ; if he give me way, 
111 do his country service. [ExiU, 

SCENE V. — ITie same. A HcUlin Avrwivs^s house. Mime 

within. Enter a Servant. 

1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine ! What service is herf ! 

I think our fellows are asleep. [Exit 

Enter another Servant, 

2 Serv. Where's Cotus ! my master calls for him* 
Cotus ! [Exit. 

Enter Coriolanus. 
Cor. A goodly house : The feast smells well : but I 
Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the first Servant. 

1 Serv. What would you have, friend ? Whence are 
you ? Here's no place for you. Pray, go to the door.j 

Cor. I have deserv'd no better entertainment. 
In being Coriolanus.'* 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir ? Has the porter his eyes 
in his head, that he gives entrance to such compaaipps ? 
Pray, get you out. 

[81 This fine nictiue oC oommoD friendsbip i< an utfal intnxiuctkm to ^ jm 
mew which the aoet made him enter into with Anfidiiu : and no lest anm 
imSoffirftir his eoiftmenclncr enemy to Rome. WARBURTON. .,.««.^„« 
'^t^ «• inh«TJ%il^iiedtb«tWHriMuae finnn the sack of CorioU. 8TSSVSM8. 
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Cor, Away! 

2 Serv, Away ! Get you away. 

Cor, Now thou art troublesome. 

2 Serv. Are you so brave ? I'll have you talked widi i 

Enter a third Servant, The first meets him, 

3 Strv. What fellow's this ? 

1 iServ. A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
get him out o'the house. Pr'ythee, call my master to 

3 Serv, What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray yoii,| 
avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you ? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some other 
station ; here's no place for you ; pray you, avoid : come. 

Cor, Follow your function, go ! 
And batten on cold bits. [Pushes him awai, 

3 Serv. What, will you not ? Pr'ythee, tell my master 
what a strange guest he has here. 

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit^ 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou ? 
Cor. Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ? 

3 Serv. Where's that? 

Cor. I'the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv, I'the city of kites and crows ?— -What an ass it 
is ! — ^Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, sir ! do you meddle with my mai^ter ? 

Cor. Ay ; 'tis an honester service than to meddle witb 
thy mistress : 

Thou prat'st, and prat'st ; serve with thy trencher, hence! 

[Beats him away. 
Enter Aufidius, and the second Servant. 

Auf. Where is this fellow ? 

2 Serv. Here, sir : I'd haH. beaten him like a dog; 
but for disturbing the lords within. 

Avf, Whence comest thou ? what wouldst thoa ? Thj 
name ? 
Why speak'st not ? Speak, man : What's thy name ? 

Cor, If, TuUus, [Unmvffling. 
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jfot yet thou know'st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 

Auf, What is thy name ? \StroanU retire. 

Cor, A name unmusical to the Volcians' ears, 
(nd harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 
Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn, 
Fhou show'st a nohle vessel : What's thy name ? 

Cor. Prepare thy hrow to frown : Know'st thou me yet? 

Auf, 1 know thee not : — Thy name ? 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 
jrreat hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
Vfy surname, Coriolanus : The painful service, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
3hed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory,' 
And witness of the malice and displeasure 
(Vhich thpu should'st bear me : only that name remains ; 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest ; 
And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; Not out of hope, 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i'the world 
I would have 'voided thee : but in mere spite, 
To be full quit of those my banisherst 
Stand I before thee here. Then if thou bast 
A heart of wreak in thee,* that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims^ 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee straight, 
And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fi^t 
Against my canto^rM country with the spleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if so be 
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, i also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 

[S\ Memory, for memoriaL [6] A heart of reienCment. JOHMSQl^ 

M i. •. diifracefal dimtnirttoii of terriloiy JOHNSON. 
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My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would show thee hut a fool ; 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate» 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

AuJ. O Marcius, Marcius, 
Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and say, 
'TYs tTMt ; I'd not believe them more than thee, 
AU noble Marcius. — O, let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke. 
And scar'd the moon with splinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my sword ;* and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious strength 1 djd / < 

Contend against thy valour. Know thoa first, 
I loved the maid I married ; never man 
Sighed truer breath ; but that I see thee here. 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart. 
Than when 1 first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee, 
We have a power on foot ; and 1 had purpose 
'Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn. 
Or lose mine arm for t : Thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me ; 
We have been down together in my sleep. 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat. 
And wak'd half dead wiUi nothing. Worthy Marcius^ 
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banish'd, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-beat. O, come, go in, 
And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me. 
Who am prepar'd against your territories. 
Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor, You bless me, gods! 

[8] Aofidius •tyiesCoriofaunis tbe anoU of hi$ mordf bectnfe he had fimnw i iy Ud 
as lMa?7 Uowa on hia, u a unith gtrikei oa his tanoU, 6TESVfiK& 
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\^ j&wT. Therefore, most aliec^ute sir, if thou wilt hare 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my coamiission ; and set down,-^ 
As best thou art experienc'd, since thou know'st 
Tl^ country's strength and weakness, — thine own ways : 

; Whedier to knock against the gates of Rome, 
Or mdely risit them in parts remote. 
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 
Let me conmiend thee first to those, that shall 
^y» ^«a, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes I 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! most wel- 
come ! [Exeunt Cor. and Avf. 

1 Serv. {advancing^] Here's a strange alteration ! 

2 Serv, By my hand, I had thought to hare strucken 
him with a cudgel ; and yet my mnd gaye me, his clothes 
made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has ! He turned me about with 
ius finger 'and his thumb, as one would set up a top. 

2 Serv, Nay,. I knew by his face that there was some- 
filing in him : He had, sir, a kind of face, methoug^t, — I 
cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv, He had so ; looking as it were, — 'Would 1 
were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than 
] could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I'll be sworn : He is simply the rarest 
taan i'the world. 

1 Serv, I think, he is : but a greater soldier than he, you 

2 Serv, Who ? my master ? [wot one. 

1 Serv, Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Serv, Worth six of him. 

1 Serv, Nay, not so neither : but I take hkn to be the 
greater soldier. 

2 Serv, 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to say 
that : for the defence of a town, our general is excellent. 

1 Serv, Ay, and for an assault tool 

Enter third Servant 

3 Serv, O, slaves, I can tell you news; news, you rascals. 
1. 2. Serv, What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Serv, I would not be a Roman, of dl nations ; I had 
as lieve be a condemned man. 

1. 2. Serv, Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Serv, Why, here's he that was wont to thwack ous 
general,— Caius Marcius. 

l^ voim vn. 
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1 Serv, Why do you say, thwack our general ? 
3 Serv, I do not say thwack our general ; but he 

always good enough for him. 

2 Serv, Come, we are fellows, and friends : He w« 
ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say so himsel£ 

1 Serv, He was too hard for him directly, to say tlw ^ 
truth on't : before Corioli he scotched him and notched 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv, An he had been cannibally given, he might 
have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv, But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv, Why, he is so made on here within, as if he 
were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end o'the ta- 
ble : no question asked him by any of the senators, bat 
they stand bald before him : Our general himself noakes 
a mistress of him ; sanctifies himself withes hand,' and 
turns up the white o'the eye to ^is discourse. But the 
bottom of the news is, our general is cut i'the middle, 
and but one half of what he was yesterday ; for the 
other has half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole 
table. He'll go, he says, and sowle the porter of Rome 
gates by the ears :' He will mow down nil before him.« 
and leave his passage polled.* 

2 Serv, And he's as like to do^t, as any man 1 can imagioe. 

3 Serv. Do't ? he will do't : For, look.you, sir, he has 
as many friends as enemies : which friends, sir, (as it 
were,) durst not (look you, sir,) show themselves (as J 
we term it,) his friends, whilst he's in directitude. 

I Serv, Directitude ! what's that ? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- | 
rows, like conies afler rain, and revel all with him. ' 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward ? 

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day ; presently. You shall 
have the drum struck up this aflernoon : ^Tis, as it 
were, a parcel of their feast, and to be executed ere 
they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, increase 
tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv, Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peace, as 

— ' — 

r91 AUudin§, improperly, to the act of crossing^ upon any strange event. JOHNS. 

[l] That is, I suppose, drag him down by the cars into the dirt. JOHNSON. 
, (31 . That is, barecL cleared. JOHNSON. — ^To pt^l. anciently tiff nified to cut off 
the head. STEEVENS. 
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&r as day does night ; it's sprightly, wakidg, audible, and 
k fall of vent.' Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy ; mai- 
led, deaf, sleepy, insensible; a getter of more bastard 
children, than war's a destroyer of men. 

2 Serv, 'Tis so : and as war, in some sort, may be said 
to be a ravisher ; so it cannot be denied^ bat peace is a 
fjCBAt maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Serv, Reason ; because they then less need one an* 
other. The wars, for my money. 1 hope to see Romans 
as cheap as Volcians. They are rising, they are rising. 

All. .In, in, in, in. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Vf. 

Rome. A public Place. Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him ; 
His remedies are tame i'the present peace* 
And quietness o'the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush, that the world goes well ; who rather had^ 
Though they themselves did suffer by't, behold 
Dissensions numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Entew Menenius« 

Bru. We stood to't in good time. Is this Meneniut ? 

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown most kind 
Of late.— Hail, sir! 

Men. Hail to you both ! 

Sic. Your Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss'^d. 
But with his friends ; the common-wealth doth stand '; 
And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well ; and might have been much better, if 
He could have temporiz'd. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing ; his mother and his wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens, 
Cit. The gods preserve you both I 
Sic. Good-e'en, our neio:hbours. 

■ — 

[31 Full of rumour, Ml of materials for discourse. JOHNSON. 

[4j That is. Ineffectual in times of^ peace like thes&r "When the people were in 
commotion, his friends might hare strove to remedy his disgrace by tampering with 
them \ but now, neither wantiiu: to eimiloy his braveiy nor rememberinef his wmtn 
actions, they are unfit subiects for the uctioua.to work upon. BTEEvENS. 



Sn CORIOLANUS. ACT IT. 

Brm. Good-e'en to yon all, good-e'en to yoa M. 

1 Oe^. Oonelvei, our wives, and cfaildreii, on onr knees, 
Are boaod to praj for yon both. 

Sk, Live, and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours : We wished COTiolanos 
Had loy'd you as we did.- 

Cit. Now the gods keep you ! 

Both TVt. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Citizens. 

Sie; This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when these feUows ran about the streets, 
Crying, Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer i'the war ; but insolent, 
Overcome with pride, ambitious past all thinking. 
Self-loving, 

Sic. And affecting one sole throne, 
Without assistance. 

Men, I think not so. 

Sic, We should bv this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru, The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter JEdile, 

JEd, Worthy tribunes. 
There is a slave, whom we have put in prison, 
Reports, — the Voices with two several powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman territories ; 
And with the deepest malice of the war ' 
Destroy what lies before them. 

Men, 'Tis Aufidius 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment, 
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were inshell'd, when Marcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

•Sic. Come, what talk you 
Of Marcius ? 

Bru, Go, see this rumourer whipped. — It cannot be. 
The Voices dare break with us. 

Men, Cannot be ! 
We have record, that very well it can ; 
And threS examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason fvtth the fellow. 
Before you punish him, where he heard this : 
Lest you shall chance to whip your information. 
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Ittat the messengev wha bids bewtft 
hat 18 to he dreaded* 
. Tell not me : 
w, this cannot be. 
B. Not possible. 

Elnter a Messenger, 
s. The nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
I the senate-house : tome news is come^ 
turns their countenances. 
. 'Tis this slave ; — 

hip him 'fore the people's eyes : — his raising ! 
ing but his report ! 
5. Yes, worthy sir, 
slave's report is seconded ; and more, 

fearful, is deliver 'd. 
. What more fearful ? 
5. It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
' probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 
I with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Rome ; 
rows revenge as spacious, as between 
young'st and oldest thing. 
. This is most likely i 
u. Rais'd only, that the weaker sort may wish 

Marcius home again. 
. The very trick on't. 
n. This is unlikely : 
id Aufidius can no more atone ,^ 

violentest contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger. 
s. You are sent for to the senate : 
rful army, led .by Caius Marcius, 
iated with Aufidius, rages 

our territories ; and have already, ' 

)orne their way, consum'd with fire, and took 
; lay before them. 

Enter Cominius. 
tn. O, you have made good work ! 
in. What news ? What news ? 
m. You have holp to ravish your own daughters, and 
lelt the city leads upon your pates ; 
ee your wives dishonour'd to your noses ;— ^ 
?n. What's the news ? what's the news ? 

'o atone, in the active sense, to to reconcile, and is so used by our author. To 
ere ifti in the neutral leuse, to come to recondliatioib To atone U to onUe. 

JOHNSON. 
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Com. Your temples boroed in their cement ; and 
Yonr franchises, whereon yon stood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, your news ? 

You have made fair work, I fear me : — Pray, your newi 

If Marcius should be join'd with Volci'ans, 

• Com. If! 

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature. 
That shapes man better : and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no less confidence, 
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies, 
Or butchers kOling flies. 

Mm. You have made good work, 
You, and your apron men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation,* and 
The breath of garlic-eaters F 

Com. He will shake 
Your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules 
Did shake down mellow fruit :* You have made fair work 

Bru. But is this true, sir ? 

Com. Ay ; and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist. 
Are only mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And perish constant fools. Who is't can blame him ? 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it ? 
The tribunes cannot do't for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best- friends, if they 
Should say. Be good to Rome^ they charg'd him even 
As those should do that had deserv'd his hate, 
And therein show'd like enemies. 

Men. 'Tis true : 



f 61 OceupnUon U here used for mechanicks, men occupied in daily business. - H. 

[7j To smell of garlick was once such a brand of yulgarity, that jgarlidi wi 

food forbidden to an ancient order of Spanish knighto, moitioned by Gutfi 

JOHNSON.-^-To smell (rf* leeks was no less a mark of yulgarity among^ the Rofl 

people In the time of Juvenal. Sat. Hi. 

..^..quis tecum sectile porum 

Sutor, et elixi venreeis labra comedlt ? STEEVEN6. 
m An allusion to th» apples of the Hesperides. STEEVENS. 
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If he were putting to my hoase the brand 

That should consume it, I haye not the &ce 

To say, ^Beseech you, cease, — You have made fair hands, 

You, and your crafts ! yon have crafted &ir ! 

Cam, You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

TV*. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How ! Was it we ? We lov'd him ; but, like beastSy 
And cowardly nobles, ^ve way to. your clusters, 
Who did hoot him out o'the city. 

Com. But, 1 fear 
They'll roar him in again.' Tullus Aufidius^ 
The second name of men, obeys his points - 
As if he were his officer : — Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 
That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here come the clusters. — 
And is Aufidius with him '! — You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in nooting at 
Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming ; 
And not a hair upon a soldier's head. 
Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down. 
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter ; 
If he could burn us all into one coal, 
We have deserv'd it. 

Cit. 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part. 

When I said, banish him, I said, 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And so did I. 

3 Cit. And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so did very 
many of us : That we did, we did for the best : and 
though we willingly consented to his banishment, yet it 
was against our will. 

Com. You are goodly things, you voices ! 
Men. You have made 
Good work, you and your cry ! — Shall us to the capitol ? 
Com. O, ay ; what else ? [Exe. Com. and Menen, 

Sic. Go, masters, get you home, be not dismay'd ; 

19] As ibey liooted at his departure, they will roar at his return : as he went out 
iritb Kofff^ he wiU eome ba«k with huneiitatloiis. J0H1780N. 
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These are a side* that would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go homey 
And ahow do sign of fear. 

1 Cii. The ^mIs be good to ua! Come, masters, let'« 
homel I ever said, we were i'the wrong, when we ban- 
ished him. 

2 Ctt. So did we aU. But come, let's home. lEks.CUirem. 
Bru, I do not like ibis news. 

Sic. Nor I. • 

Bru. Let's to the CapitoL— 'Would, half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 
A Campi cU a mudl distance from Rome. Enter AvFWtu$ 

and his Lieutenant. 

Auf Do they still fly to the Roman ? 

Ldeu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him ; but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat. 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 
And you are darken'd in this action, sir. 
Even by your own. 

Auf. 1 cannot help it now ; 
Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier 
Even to my person, than 1 thought he would. 
When first I did embrace him : Yet his nature 
In that's not changehng ; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet 1 wish, sir, 
(I mean for your particular,) you had not 
Join'd in commission with hini : but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well ; and be tbou sure, 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems, 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly. 
And shows good husbandry for the Volcian state ; 
Fi^ts dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which shall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 

Utu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he'll carry Rome ? 
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Auf, All places yield ta him ere he sits down \ 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 
The senators, and patricians, love him too : 
The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
! Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome, 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature.* First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether Hwas pride. 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgment,* 
To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of; or whether nature. 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque to the cushion, but commanding peace 
Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controlled the war ; but, one of these, 
(As he hath spices of them all, not all, 
For I dare so far free him,) made him fearM, 
So hated, and so banish'd : But he has a merit, 
To choke it in the utterance.^ So our virtues 
iLie in the interpretation of the time : 
And power, unto itself most commendable, 
Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done.^ 
One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail ; 
Rights by rights fouler,' strengths by strengths do &il. 
Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou art poor'st of all ; then shortly art thou mine. 

[ExtwnU 

[1] We find in Drayton's Polyolbkni, woiag zxr. a fiall aeoonnt of Ukl 0tpN7> whlck 
thuws the Jostness and beautjr of the simile. 

**■ The otprey, oft bere eeen, tho* sddoni hen be facMdt, 
Which oTcr them theJUh no sooner doth espgr, 
But, betwixt him and them by an antipathy, 
Turning tlieir bellies up, as thoM^b Ibtir death tiMj saw, 
Tbey at bis pleasure lie, to staff his gluttonous maw.** LANGTON. 
[21 Aufidius assigns three probable Heasons for the miscarriage of CortolaaM ; 
pride, which easUytollows an unintermpted tndn of soccesf ) unski|futaM« t« n- 
gulate the consequences of his own victories*, a stubborn mdfbrmiqr cimSatt, 
which could not make tlic proper transition from the casque or lidmal to thi cvAlM 
or chair of ciril authority } but acted with the same despotism in peace as la wv. 

JOHWBO K. ■ 
[S] Behasamerit, for no other purpoas than to destroy it b« boaiUiiff it JOBMU 
[4] L e. The virtue which deUfhts to commend itseii; will find the rareit tonbte 
that chair wherein it holds forthlcs own commendations. JOHNSON. 

[51 RighU Iry ri^foultr may well mean, <* That one right or Htli^ wkM fW- 
dwadfiaakesanother Ins fair." All the short Mattaofi la this qMck m otoMti 
and tooe aoBseflaical. M* MASON* 
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ACT V. i 

SCENE I. — Rome. A public Place. EtUer Menenivs, ^ 
CoMiNius, SiciNius, Brutus, and others. . 

Menenitu { 

No, I'll not go : you hear, what he hath said. 
Which was sometime his general : who lov'd him 
In a most dear particular. He calFd me, father : 
But waat o'that ? Go, jou that banish'd him, 
A mile before his tent fall down, and kneel 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd^ 
To hear Cominius speak, PU keep at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 

Men. Do you hear ? ' 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name j 
1 urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names ; 
He was a kind of nothing, titleless, 
Till he had forgM himself a name i'the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, so ; you have made good work : 
A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap :^ A noble memory !* 

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was less expected : He replied, 
It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish'd. 

Jlhn. Very well : 
Could he say less ? 

Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was, 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, niusty chaff: He said, 'twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And still to nose the offence. 

Men. For one poor grain^ 
Or two ? I am one of those ; his mother, wife, 
His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the grains : 
You are the musty chaff ; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 

{61 CondesceixledimwUUnffly/ with reserve, coldness. 8T£EVENS. 
nj Yoa that have beensucb good stewards for tbe Roman people, as to ff«t Aeir 
Boiuct banied over ibeir beads, to save them the expense of coak 
f«l MemorfaL 8TEEVEN8. 
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Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : If you refuse your aid 
Id this so never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue. 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman. 

Men. No ; I'll not meddle. 

Sic. I pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do ? 

Bru, Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and say that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius is retum'd, 
Unheard ; what then ? — 
But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness ? Say't be so ? 
• Sic. Yet your good will 

Must have Uiat thanks from Rome, afler the measure 
As you intended well. 

Men. I'll undertake it : 
f think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unheaAs me. 
He was not taken ' well ; he had not din'd : 
The veins unfiU'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuffed 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts : Therefore I'll watch him 
Till he be dieted to my request. 
And then I'U set upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into his kindness, 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him, 
Speed how it will. You shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. [Extt 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Cam. I tell you, he does sit in gold,^ his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him ; 
'Twas very faintly he said, rise; dismiss'd me 
Thus, with his speechless han d ; What he would do, 

1*J] lie Is inthroned in all the pomp and prl<le of Imperial tpiendonr. JOBOXBOV. 
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He tnt in writing after me ; what he would not, 

'Bound with an oath, to jrield to his conditions : 

So, that all hope is vain, 

Unless his nohle mother, and his wife ; j 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 1 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt 

SCENE 11. 

An advanced post of the Volcian Camp before Rome. Thf 
Cruard at their stations.. Enter Menenius. 

1 G. Stay : Whence are you ? 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men; 'tis well : But, by your leavc^ 
1 am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence ? 

Men» From Rome. 

1 G. You may not pass, you must return : our general 
WiU DO more hear from thence. 

2 G. You'll see your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
Yon'U speak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends. 
If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks,* 
My name hath touch'd your ears ; it is Meneniiis. 

1 G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable.' 

Mm* I tell thee, fellow. 
Thy general is my lover : I have been 
The bopk of his good acts, whence men have read 
ills fanie unparaUePd, haply, amplified ; 
For I have ever verified my friends 
(Of whom he's chief,) with all the size that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground,^ 
I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise 
Have, almost, stamp'd the leasing : Therefore, feUow, 
I must have leave to pass. 

1 G. 'Faith, sir, if^ you had told as many lies in his 
behalf as yon have ottered words in your own, you 
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. rij Here ia, I tUnk, a chasHi. The 9pnkier*» purpose seenuto iietfaic: * To jMA 
tbnb rapdUieiis it ruin, and better cannot be obtained, so that all hope ia nda* 
3QB^§QV. [2] A lot is here a prize. JOHNSON. 

^Q ivM% iQtaas smooth, level nround. STEEVSNS.-^— Hay it aot have its 
•Mons ordi^Aiy acceptation dioeitjkt f MALONE. 



shotild hot pm hef'e : 00, though it ii^Ve M titlKitlis 1% 
lie, iis to iiv€ cbddtelj. iTherefofre, go hack. 

Men. Pr'ythce, felloe, rememher my nattpe i& MisM- 
nins, always factionary on the party of your geti^ral. 

2 G. Howsoever you have heen his liar, (as you say, 
you have,) I am one that, telling true under him, must 
say, you cannot pass. Therefore, go hack. 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell ? for f would not 
speak with him till ailer dinner. 

1 G. You are a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy genera) is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as be does. Can 
you, when you have pushed out your gates thfe very de- 
fender of them, and, in a violenf popular ignorance, 
given your enemy your shield, think to front* his reven- 
ges with the easy groans of old women, the virginal 
palms of your daughters, or with the palsied intercession 
of such a decayed dotard as you seem to be ? Can you 
thiok to blow out the intended fire your city is ready to 
flame in, with such weak breath as this ? No, you arc 
deceived ; therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for 
your execution : You are condemned, our general has 
sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would use me with estimation. 

.2 G. Come, my captain knows you not 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, I say, ^0, 
lest I let forth your half pint of blood ; — back, that's the 
titmost of your having : — back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, — 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter ? 

Men. Now you companion, I'll say an errand lor you : 
you shall know now, that I am in estimation ; you shall 
perceive that a Jack guardent* cannot office me from my 
son Coriolanus : guess, but by my entertainment with hitn, 
if thou stand'st not i'the state of hanging, or of some death 
more long in spectatgrship, and crueller in suffering ; be- 
hold now presently, and swoon for what's to come upon 
ihee, — The glorious gods sit in hourly synod about thy 
particular prosperity, and love thee no worse than thy 
eld fether Menenius does! O, my son! my son! thou 

[4\ TUs term U eipiiTalent to one stiU in use— « jack in e^icft. 8TEEVEN8. 
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art preparing fire for us ; look thee, here's water to 
quench it I was hardly moved to come to thee ; bat 
being assured, none but myself could move thee, I have I 
been blown out of your gates with sighs ; and conjure I 
thee to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen, m 
The good gods assuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of T 
it upon this varlet here ; this, who, hke a block, hath I 
denied my access to thee. | 

Cor, Away ! , 

Men, How ! away ? 

Cor, Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are seryanted to others : Though 1 owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volcian breasts.^ * Tlmt we have been familiar, 
Ungrate foigetfulness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, begone. 
JMine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for 1 loved thee, 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake, [Crives a letter. 
And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my beloved in Rome : yet thou behold'st — 

Auf. You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt CoR. and Auf. 

1 G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 G. 'Tis a spell, you see, of much power : You know 
the way home again. 

1 G, Do you hear how we are shent^ for keeping your 
greatness back ? 
,2 G, What cause, do you think, I have to swoon ? 
Men, I neither care for the world, nor your general : 
For such things as you, I can scarce think there's any, 
you are so slight. He that hath a will to die by himself, 
fears it not from another. Let your general do his worst. 
For you, be that you are, long ; and your misery in- 
crease with your age ! 1 say to you, as 1 was said to, 
Away! [Exit. 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 Q. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the rock^ 
the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt, 

\S\ Thon^ I have a peculiar rieht in revenge, in tke pow«r of forgiveness the 
Voldam are coi^eined. JOHNSON. 

[6] Silent— is brought to destruction. JOHNSON. Skent does not mean 

hronght to destruction, but shamedj dugraeedj made ashamed of himselfl PERCY 
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SCENE III. 

The Tera of Coriolanus. Enter Cqriolanus, Avfidivs, 

and others. 

Car. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
get dowD our host. — My partner in this action, 

ou iQust report to the Volcian lords, how plainly 
1 have borne this business ."^ 

Auf. Only their ends 

(You have respected ; stopp'd your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 
f Cor, This last old man, 

I Whom with a crack'd heart I have sent to Rome^ 
f Loved me above the measure of a father ; 
' ^stj) godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 

(Was to send him : for whose old love, I have 
(Though I show'd sourly to him,) once more offer'd 
The first conditions, which they did refuse, 
I And cannot now accept, to grace him only^ 
That thought he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits, 
Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — ^Ha ! what shout is this ? 

[Shout within. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 'tis made ? I will not. — 

Enter in mourning habits, Virgilia, Volumnia, leading 

young Marcius, Valeria, and Attendants. 
My wife comes foremost ^ then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 
Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate. — 
What is that curt'sy worth ? or those doves' eyes, 
Which can make gods forsworn ? — I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows ; 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries. Deny not. — ^Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; I'll never 

[A] K e. how openly, how r«notely from artifice or coneealment. JOHNSO^^ 
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Be such a gosling to obey inttiiict ; but stand, ^ r 

iU if a man were autbor of bimself, * ^ 

And knew no otber kin. 

FVr. My lord and husband ! 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in Rome. 

Fir. The sorrow, that delirers us thus chang'd, 
Hakes you think so.' 

Cor, Like a duU actor now, 
I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Eren to a full disgrace. — ^Best of my flesh, 
Torgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 
For that, Forgive our Romans. — O, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 
Now by the jealous queen of heayen,* that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er since. — ^You gods ! I prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : Sink, my kniee, i'the earth ; [Kneels 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

Vol. O, stand up bless'd ! 
Whilst, with no sofler cushion than the flint, 
I kneel before thee ; and unproperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all the while 
Between the child and parent. [Kneeh, 

Cor, What is this? 
Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gsdnst the fiery sun ; 
Murd'ring impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior ; 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 
- Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moou of Rome ; chaste as the icicle, 
That's curded by the frost from purest snow, 
And hangs on Dian's temple : Dear Valeria ! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

[8] Virgilia makes a Toluntanr misinterpretation of her husband's words. He o^v, 
* These eyes are not the same/ meaning^, that he saw things with other eyes, or 
other dispositions. Shela^ bold on the word eyes, to tiara his attention on their 
present appearance. JOHNSON. 

[9] That is, by Juno, the guavdiaQ of narriBfe, and eonafoiMBtly the av«iiger of 
eosnttUal perfidy. JOHNSON. . 



I 



r 



ICT V. CORIOLANUS. ' n 289 

Whicji by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers. 
With the consent of supreme Jove,* inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may'st prove 
To shame un vulnerable, and stick i'the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw,' 
And saving those that eye thee ! 

Vol, Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor, That's my brave boy. 

Fol, Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself, 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor, \ beseech you, peace : 
Or, if you'd ask, remember this before ; 
The things, 1 have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics : — Tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural : desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

Vol, O, no more, no more ! 
You have said, you will not grant us any thing ; 
For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask ; 
That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness ; — ^therefore hear us. 

Cor, Aufidius, and you Voices, mark ; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. — ^Your request ? 

Vol, Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment, 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself, 
How more unfortunate than all living wom^n 
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Constrains them' weep, and shake with fear and sorrow ;' 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the«father, tearing 
His country's bowels out And to poor we, 
Thine enmity's most capital : thou barr'st us 

[11 Thii Is inserted with great decorum. Jupiter wm the tutelanr god of ROBlt* 
• WAhBURTON. [2] That is, vnrj gust, eveiy storm. JOHNSON. 

[9] That is, constrains the eye to weep, and tiie heart to shalu;. JOHNS OMk 

19 Vol. VH. N 
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Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort • 

That all but we enjoy : For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we for our country pray. 

Whereto we are bound ; together with tiiy Tictory, 

Whereto we are bound ? Alack ! or we must lose 

The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy person, 

Our comfort in the country. We must find 

An evident calamity, though we had 

Our wish, which side should win : for either thou 

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our streets, or else 

Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 

And bear the palm for having bravely shed 

Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 

These wars determine : If I cannot persuade thee 

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts. 

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 

March to assault thy counliy, than to tread 

(Trust to't, thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb. 

That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and on mine, 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy. He shall not tread on me ; 
ril run away till I am bigger, but then I'll fight 

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's face to see, 
I have sat too long. lRt9ing, 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus. 
If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us. 
As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit 
Is^ that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
May say. This mercy we have sko'so^d ; the Romans, 
This we received ; and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry. Be bles9*d 
For making up this peace ! Thou know'st, great SOB^ 
The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses ; 
Whose chronicle thus writ, — The man was nMi, 
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But with his la^t attempt he w%p*d it out ; 
Destroyed his country ; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age, abhorred. Speak to me, son : 
Thou hast a£fected the tine straias of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods j 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'the air. 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 
Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ? — Daughter, speak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. — Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps, thy childishness ^ill move him more 
Than can our reasons. — There is no man in the world 
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i'the stocks.^ Thou hast never in thy life 
Show'd thy dear mother any courtesy ; 
When she, (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request's unjust, 
And spurn me back : But, if it be not so. 
Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou restrain'st from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turns away : 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees. 
To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride. 
Than pity to our prayers. Down ; An end : 
This is the last ;--So we will home to Home, 
And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold us : 
This boy, that cannot tell what he^ would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship, 
Does reason our petition with more strength^ 
Than thou hast to deny't. — Come, let us go : 
This fellow had a Volcian to his mother ; 
His wife is in Corioli, and his child 
Like him by chance : — Yet give us our despatch : 
I am hush'd until our city be afire^ 
And then I'll speak a little. 
Cor. O mother, mother I 

[Holding VoLUMNiA by the hands, silent. 
What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 



{61 Keeps me io a state of Ignominy talkin|[ to no parpose. 
[7] Does ar^e for us and our petiUon. JOaNSON. 
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They laugh at. O my mother, mother 10! 
You have won a happy victory to Rome . 
But, for your son, — ^beheve it, O, beUeve it. 
Most dangerously you have with him prevailed. 
If not most mortal to him. But, let it come : — 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidiuf » 
Were you in my stead, say, would you have heard 
A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius ? 

Auf, I was mov'd withal. 

Cor, I dai;e be sworn, you were : 
And, sir, it is no Uttle thing, to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 
What peace you'll make, advise me : For my part, 
I'll not to Rome, Til back with you ; and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cause. — ^O mother ! wife ! •. 

Auf. I am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and thy honour 
At diflference in thee : out of that I'll work 
Myself a former fortune.' [Aside. 

[The Ladies make signs to Coriolanus. 

Cor. Ay, by and by ; 
But we mil drink together ; and you shall bear 

[To VOLUMNIA, ViRGILIA, ♦'C. 

A better witness back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have counter-seal'd. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies,^ you deserve 

To have a temple built you :^ all the swords 

In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. ' [Exeusit. 

SCENE IV, 
Romel A public Place. Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Men. See you yond* coign o'the Capitol ; yond' cor- 
ner-stone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that ? 

Men, If it be possible for you to displace it with your 
Uttle finger, there is some hope the ladies of Rome, es* 
pecially his mother, may prevail with him. But I saj*, 
there is no hope in't ; our throats are sentenced, and stay 
upon execution.' 

[8] I will take advantage of this concession to restore myself to my former credit 
ana power. JOHNSON. 

(9] Plutarch informs us, that a temple dedicated to the Fartmnz 0/ tht Ladies^ wts 
built on this occasion by order of the senate. STSEVENS. 

[1] Stay bnt for it. JSTE EVENS. 
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Sic. IsU possible, that so short' a time can alter the 
condition of a man ? 

Men, There is differency between a grub, and a but- 
terflj ; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon : he has wings ; he's more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight year old horse.' The tartness 
of his face sours ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground shrinks before his tread- 
ing. He is able to pierce a corslet with his eye ; talks like 
a knell, and his hum is a battery. He sits in his state, 
as a thing made for Alexander.^ What he bids be done, 
is finished with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god 
but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men, I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother shall bring from him : There is no more mer- 
cy in him, than there is milk in a male tiger ; that shall 
our poor city find : and all this is 'long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us ! 

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not be good unto us. 
When we banished him, we respected not them ; and, he 
returning to break our necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. Sir, If you'd save your life, fly to your house : 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, ' 
And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies briug not comfort home. 
They'll give him death by inches. • 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sic. What's the news ? 

Mes. Good news, good news ; — The ladies have pre- 
The Voices are dislodg'd, and Marcius gone : [vail'd, 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? Is it most certain ? 

Mes. As certain, as I know the sun is fire : 

[2] Subintelligritur, remembers his dam. WARBURTON. 
LS] In a foregfoing note be was said to sit in gtdd. The phrase, as a (JUnf pmitfir 
Alexander, means m mie made to resemble Alexander. JOQ^SON. 

Vol. VII. N 2 
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Where hare you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ? 

Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide. 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you ; 

[TVumpeti and hautboys sounded^ and drums beaten, all to- 
gether. Shouting also wthin. 

The trumpets, sacbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 

Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 

Make the sun dance. Hark you ! [Shouting again. 

Men. This is good news : 
I wiU go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 
A city full ; of tribunes, such as you, 
A sea and land full : You have pray'd well to-day ; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy I 

[Shouting and music. 

Sic. First, the gods bless you for their tidings : next,. 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Mes. Sir, we have all 
Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sici They are near the city ? 

Mes. Almost at point to enter. 

Sic. We will meet them, 
and help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies^ accompanied by Senators^ Patricians, and 
People. They pass over the stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 
And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before them : 
Unshout the nois%that banish'd Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother ; 
Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome ! 

All. Welcome, ladies ! 
Welcome ! [AJlourish with drums and trumpets. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Aniium. A pMic Place. Enter Tullus Aufidius, with 

Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here ; 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
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Even in theirs and in the commons' ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse,^ 

The citj-ports by this hath enter'd, and 

Intends to appear before the people, hoping 

To purge himself with words : Despatch. [Exe. Atten, 

Enter three or four Conspirators of Aufidius' Faction* 
Most welcome I 

1 Con, How is it with our general ? 
Auf Even so. 

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd 
And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble sir, . j 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 

You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf Sir, I cannot tell ; 
We must proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilst 
'Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the isurvivor heir of all. 

Auf I know it ; 
And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heighten'd, 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends ; and, to this end, 
He bowM his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness, 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping, — 

AuJ^ That 1 would have spoke of : 
Being banish'd for't, he came unto my hearth ; : 

Presented to my knife his throat : I took him ; 
Made him joint servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish. 
My best and freshest men ; serv'd his designments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame. 
Which he did end all his ;^ and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 
I seem'd his follower, not partner ; and 
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14] That is, The one I accuse. So iti The fVinUr's Tale. 

"^ I am appointed him tu murder you." MALOKEt 
[5] Instead of end, Sir. Rowe reads make. ST££V£N6. 
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He wagM me with his coontenance,^ as if 
I had l^eD mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my lord : 
The army marrellM at it And, in the last, 
When he had carried Rome ; and that we look'd 
For no less spoil, than glory, 

Auf. There was it ; — 1 

For which my sinews shall be stretchM upon him. 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action ; Therefore shall he die. 
And V\\ renew me in his fall. But, hark ! [Drums and 
trumpets sounds with great shouts of ike People. 

1 Con. Your native town you entered like a post, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noise. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear. 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along. 
After your way his tale pronounc'd shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more ; 
Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of the City. 

Lords. You are most welcome home. 

Auf I have not deserv'd it. 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you ? . 

Lords. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What faults he made before the last, I think, 
Might have found easy fines : but there to end, 
AVhere he was to begin ; and give aWay 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding ; This admits no excuse. 

Auf. He approaches, you shall hear him. 

[6] The meaning, I think, is, he preteribed to me with an air of authority, and 
gftve me kit eoununancefitr my vstges ; thought me sufficiently rewarded with ro«U 
fooki. JOHNSON. •' ' * ' 6 -^ * 
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Enter Co&iolanus with drums and coloun ; a Crowd of 

Citizens with him. 

Cor, Hail, lords ! I am returned your soldier ; 
Xo more infected with my country's love, 
Than when I parted hence, hut still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage, led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought h(nae, 
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We have made peace. 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 
Than shame to the Romans : And we here deliver, 
SubscribM by the consuls and patricians. 
Together with the seid o'the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Jl%tf. Read it not, noble lords ; 
But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
I le hath abus'd your powers. 

Cor, Traitor ! — ^How now ? — 

Auf, Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor, Marcius ! 

Auf, Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; Dost thoa think 
ril grace thee with that robbery, thy stol'n name 

Coriolanus in Corioli ? 

You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 

He has betray'd your business, and given up, 

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome 

(I say, your city,) to his wife and mother : 

Breaking his oath and resolution, like 

A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 

Counsel o'the war ; but at his nurse's tears 

He whin'd and roar'd away your victory ; 

That pages blush'd at him. and men of heart 

Look'd wondering each at other. ^ 

Cor, Hear'st thou, Mars ? 

,^uf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears, — 

Cor, Hal 

Auf, No more.^ 

Cor, Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 

Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave !— • 

— -■ ■ _^__^^.^_. 

[71 By these words, Aufidius does not mean to pot a stop to tli* altattttoB ; botto 
lell Coriotanos that he n^ no mor« than a * boy of tean.* M. UASON. 
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Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that e?er 

I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grare lords, 

Must gif 6 this cur the lie : and his own notion 

(Who wears my stripes impressed on him ; that must beai' 

My beating to his grave ;) shall join to thrust 

The lie unto him. 

1 Lord, Peace, both, and hear me speak. 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and lads, 

Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound ! 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That like an eagle in a dove cote, I 
Fluttered your voices in Corioli : 
Alone I did it. — ^Boy ! 

Auf. Why, noble lords. 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggai't, 
'Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

Con, Let him die for't. [Several speak at once. 

Cit. [Speaking promiscuously.] Tear him to pieces, 
do it presently. He killed my son ; — my daughter ; — 
He killed my cousin Mapcus ; — He killed my father. — 

2 Lord. Peace, ho ; — no outrage ; — peace. 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o'the earth :" His last offence to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. — Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor, O, that 1 had him. 
With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe, 
To use my lawful sword ! 

Auf. Insolent villain ! 

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 
[AuFiDXUS and the Conspirators draw, and kill Coriol an l;s, 
who fallsy and Aufidius stands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus,— 

2 Lor. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour will weep. 
1 Lord. Tread not upon him. — Masters all, be quiet ; 

Put up your swords. 

Auf. My lords, when you shall know (as in this rage, 
ProVok'd by him, you cannot,) the great danger 



[t] Hii fiune OTenpreadi the world. J0HN605* 
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Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honoon 
To call me to your senate, I'll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

1 Lord, Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse, that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own imp.itience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame 
Let's make the best of it. 

Auf, My rage is gone. 
And I am struck with sorrow. — ^Take him up :— 
Help, three o'the chiefest soldiers ; I'll be one.— 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully ; 
Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this city he 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory. — ^ 
Assist. [Exeunt, bearing the body of CoRlOLAlvva* 

A dead march sounded. 
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